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TRAGI-COOMODIE, 


CALLED 


The  WITCH} 


Long  lince  a£led  by  His  Servants  at  the 

Black-Friers. 


Written  by  THO.  MIDDLETON. 


B 


V 


//  ■' 

/ 


i,  i 

// 


f, 


-:'i 


TO  THE 


T R U E L Y-W  O R T H I E 
AND 

GENEROUSLY-AFFECTED 

THOMAS  HOLMES,  Esquire. 

Noble  Sir, 

AS  a true  teftemonie  of  my  readie  inclination 
to  your  fervice,  I have  (meerely  uppon  a tail  of 
yo’’  defire)  recovered  into  my  hands  (though  not 
without  much  difficultie)  this  (ignorantly-ill- 
fated)  labour  of  mine. 

Witches  are  (ipfo  faSio)  by  y®  law  condemn’d 
Sc  y^  onely  (I  thinck)  hath  made  her  lie  fo  long 
in  an  imprifond  obfcuritie  : for  yo’’  fake  alone  She 
hath  thus  far  conjur’d  herfelf  abroad  ; and  beares 
noe  other  charmes  about  her,  but  what  may  tend 
to  yo’"  recreation ; nor  no  other  fpell  but  to  pof- 
fes  you  with  a belief,  that  as  She,  fo  He  that 
firfl  taught  her  to  enchant,  will  alwaies  be 


Your  devoted 


THO.  MIDDLETON; 


/ 


^he  Sceane  RAVENNA^ 

THE  PERSONS, 

Duke. 

L.  Governor. 

Sebastian,  contra£led  to  Ifabella. 

Fernando,  his  Frend. 

Antonio,  Hufband  to  Ifabella. 

Abberzanes,  a Gent,  neither  honefl,  wife,  nor 
valiant. 

Almachildes,  a fantafticall  Gentleman. 

Servants  to  Antonio. 

Fire-Stone,  the  Clowne  and  Heccat’s  Son. 


Gaspero, 

Hermio, 


Duchesse. 

Isabella,  Niece  to  the  Governor. 
FranCisca,  Antonio’s  Sifter. 
Amoretta,  the  Duchefs  Woman. 
Florida,  aCurtezan. 

Heccat,  the  Chief  Witch. 


Stadlin,  I 


Witches. 


Hoppo, 

Other  Witches  and  Servants,  Mutts; 
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THE  WITCH. 


ACTUS  PRIMUS. 

SCE»  PR  IMA. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Fernando. 
yT  Y three  yeeres  fpent  in  war,  has  now 

JLVJL  undon 

My  peace  for  ever. 

Fer,  Good,  be  patient,  Sir. 

Seb,  She  is  my  wife  by  contract  before  heaven^ 
And  all  the  angclls,  Sir. 

Fer,  1 doe  beleeve  you  j 

But  where’s  the  remedie  now } You  fee  fhee’s 
gon; 

Another  has  poffeffion. 

Seb,  Ther’s  the  torment. 

B 3 fer^ 
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THE  WITCH: 

Fer,  This  day^  being  the  firft  of  yonr  return^ 
Unlucky  proves  the  firft  too  of  her  faftning. 

Her  uncle  (Sir)  the  Governor  of  Ravenna 
Holding  a good  opinion  of  the  bride-groome 
As  he’s  faire-fpoken  (Sir)  and  wondrous  mild — 
^eh.  There  goes  the  devill  in  a fheepe-fkyn. 
Fer,  With  all  fpeed 

Clap’d  itup  fodainely  ; I cannot  thinck  (fure) 
That  the  maid  over- loves  him  : though  being 
married 

Perhaps  (for  her  owne  creadit)  now  flie  intends 
Performance  of  an  honeft  duteous  wife. 

Seh,  Sir,  I’ve  a world  ofbufynes;  quellion  no- 
thing : 

You  will  but  loofe  your  labour ; ’tis  not  fitt 
For  any  (hardly  mine  owne  fecrecie) 

To  know  what  I intend.  I take  my  leave  (Sir) 

I find  fuch  ftrange  employments  in  myfelfe 
That  unles  death  pitty  me,  and  lay  me  downe 
I fhall  not  fleepe  theis  feaven  yeares ; that’s  the 
leaft  (Sir).  [Exit, 

Fer,  That  forrow’s  dangerous  can  abide  no 
councell, 

’Tis  like  a wound  paft  cure  : wrongs  done  to  love 
Strike  the  hart  deepely : none  can  truely  judge  on^t 
But  thepoore  fenfible  fufferer  whom  it  racks 
With  unbelieved  paines,  which  men  in  health 
That  enjoy  love,  not  pofiibly  can  a£t. 


(Nay 
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(Nay  not  fo  much  as  thinck)  in  troth  I pitty  him. 
His  fighes  drinck  life-blood  in  this  time  of  feaft- 
ing 

A banquet  towards  too  ? Not  yet  hath  riott 
Plaid  out  her  laft  fceane  ? At  fuch  enterteync- 
ments  ftill 

Forgetfullnes  obeys  and  furfeyt  governes : 

Heer’s  marriage  fweetely  honourd  in  gorg’d  llo- 
machs 

And  over- flowing  cupps. 

Enter  Gafpero  and  Servants 

Gaf,  Where  is  fhe  (Sirha 

Ser»  NotfarrofF. 

Gaf»  Free- thee,  where  ? goe  fetch  her  hether  : 
I’ll  ridd  him  away  ftraight.  The  king’s  now 
riflen  (Sir). 

Per,  I am  ajoyfull  man  toheare  it  (Sir) 
it  feemes  h’as  drunck  the  leffe ; though  I thinck 
he 

That  has  the  leaft  has  certenly  enough. — [Exit. 

Gaf,  I have  obferv’d  this  fellow  all  the  feaft- 
time; 

He  hath  not  pledg’d  one  cup,  but  lookd  moft 
wickedly 

Upon  good  Malego;  flyes  to  the  blackjack  flill 
And  flicks  to  fmall  drinck  like  a water-rat* 


Enter 


THE  WITCH: 


Enter  Florida. 

Oh,  here  fhe  comes;  alas,  the  poore  whore weepes, 
’Tis  not  for  grace  now,  all  the  world  muft  judge; 
It  is  for  fpleene  and  madnes  gainft  this  marriage : 
I doe  but  thinck  how  file  could  beat^  the  vicar 
now, 

Scratch  the  man  horribly  that  gave  the  woman. 
The  woman  worft  of  all,  if  fhe  durft  doe  it. 

Why  how  now  (Miftris)  this  weeping  needs  not, 
for  though 

My  mafter  marry,  for  his  reputation. 

He  meanes  to  keepe  you  too. 

/y^.^How,  Sir? 

Gaf.  He  doth,  indied. 

He  fwore’t  to  me  lafl  night : are  you  fo  fimple 
(And  havebyn  five  ycares  traded  ?)  as  to  thinck 
One  woman  would  ferve  him  ? fye  ; not  an  em- 
prefTe: 

Why,  hee’ll  be  fickb’th’  wife  within  tenhightes. 
Or  nev“er  truft  my  judgement. 

Flo*  Will  he,  thinck’ft  thou  ? 

Gaf,  Will  he  ? 

Flo*  I find  thee  flill  fo  comfortable, 

Beflirew  my  hart,  if  I knew  how  to  mifie  thee  : 
They  talk  of  gentlemen,  perfumers,  and  fuch, 
things : 


Give 
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Give  me  the  kindnes  of  the  mafter’s  man 
In  my  diftrefle,  fay  I. 

Gaf,  ’Tis  your  great  love  (forfooth) 

Pleafe  you  with-draw  yourfclf  to  yond  privat 
parlor : 

ril  fend  you  venfon,  cuftard,  parfnip-pie  : 

For  banquetting  fluff  (as  fucketts^  jellyes,  flrrups) 
Lwill  bring  in  myfelf. 

Flo,  I’ll  take  ’em  kindly.  Sir. 

Gaf,  S’has  your  grand  ftrumpetts  complement 
to  a tittle, 

’Tis  a faire  building  : it  had  need  : it  has 
Juft  at  this  time  fome  one  and  twenty  in- mates: 
But  half  of  ’em  are  yong  merchants;  they’ll  de- 
part fliortly. 

(They  take  but  romes  for  fonfer,  and  away  they 
When’t  growes  fowle  weather)  mary,  then  come 
the  tearmers 

And  comonly  they’re  w^ell  booted  for  all  feafons. 
Enter  Almachildes  and  Amoretta. 

But  peace  : noe  word  : the  guefls  are  coming  in. 
Al,  The  Fates  have  biefsd  me:-  have  I met 
you  privatly  ? 

Am.  Why,  Sir?  w^hy,  Almachildes  ? 

Al.  Not  a kifle  } 

Am,  I’ll  call  alowd,  y-faith, 

Al,  I’ll  flopp  your  mouth. 

Am, 
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Am.  Upon  my  love  to  reputation 
ril  tell  the  duclielfe  once  more. 

Al.  ’Tis  the  way  to  make  her  laugh  a litic. 

Am,  She’ll  not  thinck 
That  you  dare  ufe  a maid  of  honour  thus. 

Al,  Amflerdam  fwallow  thee  for  a purltainc, 
And  Geneva  call  thee  up  againe,  like  fhe  that 
funck 

At  Charing- crofTe,  and  rofe  againe  at  Queen-hith. 
Am,  I,  theis  are  the  filly  fruites  of  the  fweetc 
vine,  Sir. 

Al,  Sweet  venery  be  with  thee,  and  I at  the 
taile 

Of  my  wifh  ! I am  a litle  head-flrong,  and  foe 
Are  moll  of  the  company*  I will  to  the  witches. 
They  fay  they  have  charmes  and  tricks  to  make 

Enter  Duke,  Duchefs,  L.  Governor,  Antonio, 
and  Kabella,  Francifea. 

A wench  fall  backwards,  and  lead  a man  herfelf 
To  a cuntry-houfe  fome  mile  out  of  the  towne. 
Like  a fire-drake.  There  be  fuch  whorfon  kind 
Girles,  and  fuch  bawdy  wdtehes,  and  I’ll. try 
Concluhons. 

Du,  A bancket  yet ! why  furely  (my  Lord 
Governor) 

Bacchus  could  never  boaft  of  a day  till  now. 

To  fpread  his  povvre,  and  make  his  glory  knownc, 

Ducht 


It 
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Duch,  Sii'j  y’liave  clone  nobely;  though  in 
modeflie 

You  keepe  it  from  us,  know  we  underftand  fo 
much, 

All  this  dales  coft  ’tis  your  great  love  bellowes, 

In  honor  of  the  bride,  your  vertuous  neice. 

Gsv.  In  love  to  goodnes,  and  your  prefence 
(Madam) 

So  underflood,  ’tis  rightly, 

Du.  Now  will  T 

Have  a ftrange  health  after  all  theis. 

Gov.  What’s  that  (my  Lord?) 

Du.  A health  in  a flrange  cup  5 and’t  fhall  goc 
round. 

Gov.  Your  grace  need  not  doubt  that  (Sir) 
having  feene 

So  many  pledg’d  already  : this  faire  company 
Cannot  fhrinck  now  for  one ; fo  it  end  there. 

Du.  It  fhall,  for  all  ends  here : heere’s  a full 
period. 

Gov.  A fkull  (my  Lord  ?) 

Du.  Call  it  a fouldier’s  cup  (man) 

Fye,  how  you  fright  the  women  ! I have  fworna 
It  lhall  goe  round,  excepting  only  you  (Sir) 

For  your  late  ficknes,  and  the  bride  herfelf, 
Whofe  health  it  is. 

Ifa.  Mary,  I thanck  heaven  for  that, 

Diw 
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‘ Du*  Our  ducheffe,  I know  will  pledge  us, 
though  the  cup 

Was  once  her  father’s  head  ; which  as  a trophee 
Wce’l  keep  till  death  in  memory  of  that  conquefl. 
He  was  the  greatell  foe  our  fteele  ere  ftrook  at. 
And  he  was  bravely  flayne  : then  tooke  we  thee 
Into  our  bofome’s  love : thou  madeft  the  peace 
For  all  thy  cuntry  : thou  : that  beutie  did. 

We  are  deerer  to  thee  then  a father?  are  we  not } 
Duch.  Yes  (Sir)  by  much. 

Du,  And  we  fliall  find  that  ftraight. 

Jnt*  That’s  an  ill  bride-cup  for  a marriage  day ; 
I doe  not  like  the  face  on’t. 

Qov,  Good  my  lord 

The  ducheffe  lookes  pale  ; let  her  not  pledge  you 
there, 

Du,  Pale? 

Duch.  Sir,  not  I. 

Du,  Se  how  your  Lordfhip  failes  now  ; 

The  rofc  not  frefher;  nor  the  fun  at  rifing 
More  comfortably  pleafing. 

Duch,  Sir,  to  you, 

The  lord  of  this  day’s  honour. 

Jnt.  All  firfl  moving 

From  your  grace  (Madam)  and  the  Duke’s  great 
favour ; 

Since  it  muft. 
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Fran*  This  the  worft  fright  that  could  come 
To  a conceald  great  belly  : I’me  with  child. 

And  this  will  bring  it  out,  or  make  me  come 
Some  feaven  weekes  fooner  then  we  maidens 
reckon. 

Duch'i  Did  ever  cruell  barbarous  art  match 
this  ? 

Twice  hath  hisfurfeytes  brought  my  father’s  me- 
mory 

Thus  fpightfully  and  fcornefully  to  mine  eies. 
And  I’ll  endure’t  no  more,  ’tis  in  my  hartlince  : 
I’ll  be  reveng’d  as  far  as  death  can  lead  one. 

Al,  Am  I the  laft  man  then  ? I may  defervc 
To  be  flrft  one  dale. 

Gov,  Sir,  it  has  gon  round  now. 

Du,  The  round  ? an  excellent  way  to  trayne 
up  foldiers  ! 

Where’s  bride  and  bride-groome  ? 

An,  At  your  h apple  fcrvice. 

Du.  A boy  to  night  at  leafl : I charge  you 
looke  to’t. 

Or  I’ll  renounce  you  for  induftrlous  fubjefls. 

An.  Your  Grace  fpeakes  like  a wortliie  and 
tryde  foldier.  . [Ex^, 

Gaf,  And  you’ll  doe  well,  for  one  that  nere  toft 
pike  (Sir),  [Exit, 


SCE^ 
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S C E-  2^ 

BnUr  Heccat ; and  other  Witches  (with  Properties^ 
and  Habitts  fitting.) 

Hec*  Titty,  and  Tiffin,  Suckin 

And  Pidgen,, Liard,  and  Robin  ! 
"White  fpirlts,  black  fpiritts,  redd  fperitts  5 
Devill-Toad,  Devill-Rani,  Devill-Catt,  and  De- 
yill-Dam. 

Why  Hoppo  and  Stadlln,  Hellwyn  and  Prickle  ! 
Stad.  Here,  fvveating  at  the  veffielh 
Hec,  Boyle  it  well. 

Hop.  It  gallops  now. 

Hec.  Are  the  flames  blew  enough  ? 

Or  fhall  I ufe  a litle  feeten  more } 

Stad.  The  nipps  of  Fayries  upon  maides  white 
hipps. 

Are  not  more  perfefl  azure, 

Hec*  Tend  it  carefully. 

Send  Stadlin  to  me  with  a brazen  difli, 

That  I may  fall  to  work  upon  theis  ferpents. 
And  fqueize  ’em  ready  for  the  fecond  howre. 
Why,  wffien  ? 

Stad,  Heere’s  Stadlin,  and  the  difh. 

Hec.  There  take  this  un- baptized  brat : 

Eoile  it  well : preferve  the  fat : 


You 
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Vou  know  ’tis  pretious  to  transfer  * 

Our  ’noynted  flefh  into  the  airc. 

In  moone-light  nights,  on  fteeple-topps, 
Mountaines,  and  pine-trees,  that  like  pricks,  or 
ftopps, 

Seeme  to  our  height ; high  towres,  and  roofes  of 
princes. 

Like  wrinckles  in  the  earth  : whole  provinces 
Appeare  to  our  light  then,  ev’n  leeke 
A ruflet-moale  upon  fome  ladies  cheeke. 

When  hundred  leagues  in  aire  we  feaft  and  fing, 
Daunce,  kilTe,  and  coll,  ufe  every  thing ; 

What  yong-man  can  we’wifh  to  pleafure  us 
But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  Incubus  ? 

Thou  know'll  it  Stadlin  ? 

Stad,  Ufually  that’s  don. 

Heel  Lall  night  thou  got’ll  the  Maior  of 
Whelplies  fon, 

I knew  him  by  his  black  cloake  lyn’d  with  y allow  5 
I thinck  thou  hall  Ipoild  the  youth : hee’s  but 
feaventeene, 

ril  have  him  the  next  mounting : away,  in. 

Goe  feed  the  veflell  for  the  fecond  howre. 

Sia,  Where  be  the  magicall  herbes? 

Hee,  They’re  downe  his  throate. 

His  mouth  cramb’d  full ; his  eares,  and  noUhrills 
Hulft. 


I thruil 
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I thruft  in  Eleofellnum — lately 
Aconitum,  froncles  populeus,  and  foote, 

You  may  fee  that,  he  looks  fo  black  i’th’  mouth ; 
Then  Slum,  Acharum,  Volgarotoo 
Dcntaphillon,  the  blood  of  a flltter-mowre, 
Solan\>m  fomnificum  et  oleum. 

Siad,  Then  ther’s  all  Heccat  ? 

Hec,  Is  the  hart  of  wax 
Stuck  full  of  maglque  needles ! 

Stad,  ’Tis  done  Heccat. 

Hec:  And  is  the  Farmer’s  pi£lurc,  and  his 
wives, 

Lay’d  downe  to  th’  fire  yet  ? 
sStad»  They  are  a roafting  both  too, 

Hec»  Good ; 

Then  their  marrowes  are  a melting  fubtelly. 

And  three  monethes  ficknes  fucks  up  life  in  ’em. 
They  denide  me  often  flowre,  barme,  and  milke, 
Goofe-greaze  and  tar,  when  I nere  hurt  their 
churnings, 

Their  brew4ocks  nor  their  batches,  nor  fore- 
fpoake 

Any  of  their  breedings.  Now  I’ll  be  meete 
with  ’em. 

Seaven  of  their  yong  piggs  I have  be-witcli’d 
already 

Of  the  lafi;  litter,  nine  ducklyngs,  thirteene  gofc- 
lings  and  a hog 


Fell 
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t'ell  lame  laft  Sonday  after  even-fong  too. 

And  mark  how  their  flieepe  profper;  or  what 
loupe 

Each  milch- kine  gives  to  th’  pailc  : I’ll  fend  thefe 
fnakes 

Shull  milke  ’em  all  before  hand : the  dew’d® 
fkirted  dayrie  wenches 

Shall  ilroak  dry  duggs  for  this,'  and  goe  home 
curling : 

I’ll  mar  their  lillabubs,  and  fwathle  feallings 

Under  cowes  bellies  with  the  parifli-youthes  ; 

Enter  Fireflone, 

Wher’s  Fireftone  ? our  fon  Firehone. 

Fire.  Here  am  I mother. 

Hec,  Take  in  this  brazen  difh  full  of  deere 
ware, 

Thou  lhalt  have  all  when  I die,  and  that  wilbe 

Ev’n  juft  at  twelve  a clock  at  night  come  three 
yeere. 

Fire.  And  may  you  not  have  one  a-clock  in  to 
th’  dozen  (Mother  ?) 

Hec.  Nob. 

Fire.  Your  fpirits  are  then  more  unconfciona® 
ble  then  bakers : 

You’ll  have  liv’d  then  (Mother)  fix-fcore  yeare 
to  the  hundred, 


C 


And 


iS  THE  WITCH: 

And  me-thincks  after  iix-fcore  yeares  the  devil! 
might  give 

You  a caft  j for  he’s  a fruiterer  too  and  has 
byn  from  the 

Eeginning;  the  firft  apple  that  ere  was  eaten, 
came  through 

o 

His  fingers  : The  Cofler mongers  then  I hold  to 
be  the 

Auncientefl  trade,  though  feme  would  have  the 
Tailor 

Prick’d  downe  before  him. 

Hec,  Goe  and  take  heed  you  filed  not  by  the 
way  : 

The  howre  mull  h^ve  her  portion,  ’tis  deere  fir- 
rop. 

Each  charmed  drop  is  able  to  confound 

Afamely  conlifting  of  ninetecnc. 

Or  one  and  twentie  feeders. 

Fire,  Mary  heere’s  fluff  indeed  ! 

Deere  furrup  call  you  it  ? a Title  thing 

Would  make  me  give  you  a dram  on’t  in  a poflett. 

And  cutt  you  three  yeares  fliorter. 

Hec,  Thou’rt  now  about  fome  villany. 

Fire,  Not  I (forfooth)  truly  the  devilTsInher 
I thinck. 

How  one  villaine  fmells  out  an  other  llraight : 

7'her’s  no  knavery  but  is  nofde  like  a dog,  and 

Can 
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Can  fmell  out  a doggs  meaning  (Mother)  I pray 
Give  me  leave  to  ramble  a-broad  to-night  with  the 
Night-mare,  for  I have  a great  mind  to  over- lay 
A fat  parfon’s  daughter. 

Hec.  And  who  fhall  lye  with  me  then  ? 

Fire,  The  great  cat  for  one  night  (Mother) 
’tis  but  a liight : 

Make  fliift  with  him  for  once. 

Hec,  You’re  a kind  fon  : 

But  ’tis  the  nature  of  you  all,  I fee  that  : 

You  had  rather  hunt  after  ftrange  women  ftill 
Then  lye  vvith  your  otvnc  mother:  Gett  thee 

...  . 

Sweatt  thy  fix  ounces  out  about  the  vefTell, 

And  thou  fhalt  play  at  mid-night : the  night- 
mare 

Shall  call  thee  when  it  ivalkes. 

Fire*  Thancks  moll  fweet  Mother.  \^Exit, 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Hec,  Urchins,  Elves,  Haggs,  Satires,  Pans, 
Fawnes, 

Silence.  Kitt  with  the  candlefiick ; Tritons, 
Centaures, 

Dwarfes,  Imps,  the  Spoone,  the  Mare,  the 
Man 

i’th’oake  ; the  Hell-walne,  the  Fire-drake,  tlie 
Puckle.  A.  Ab.  Hur.  Hus. 
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Seh.  Heaven  knowcs  with  wliat  unwililn^nei 

’ O 

and  hate 

I enter  this  dambd  place  : but  fuch  extreemes 
Of  wrongs  in  love,  fight  ’gainft  religion’s  know- 
ledge, 

That  were  I ledd  by  this  difeafe  to  deaths 
As  numberles  as  creatures  that  muft  die, 

I could  not  fhun  the  way  : I know  what  ’tis 
To  pitty  mad- men  now ; they’re  wretched  things 
That  ever  were  created,  if  they  be 
Of  woman’s  making,  and  her  faithles  vowes  ; 
i fear  they’re  now  a kifling  : what’s  a clock  ? 
’Tis  now  but  fupper-time  : But  night  will  come. 
And  all  new-married  copples  make  fliort  fuppers : 
What  ere  thou  art,  I have  no  fpare  time  to  fearc 
thee  ; 

My  horrors  are  fo  flrong  and  great  already. 

That  thou  feem’fl  nothing  : Up  and  laze  not : 
Kadft  thou  my  bufynes,  thou  couldll  nere  fit  foe ; 
’Twould  firck  thee  into  ayre  a thoufand  mile. 
Beyond  thy  oynetments : I would,  I were  read 
So  much  in  thy  black  powre,  and  mine  owne 
greifes ! 

I’me  in  great  need  of  help  : wil’t  give  me  any  ? 
Hec.  Thy  boldnes  takes  me  bravely  : We  are 
all  fworne 

To  fweatt  for  fuch  a fpirit:  See ; I regard  thee, 

. I rife 
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I rife  and  bid  thee  Wellcome.  What’s  thy  wifh 
now  ? 

Seb,  Oh  my  hart  fwells  with’t.  I muft  take 
breath  tirft. 

Hec,  Is’t  to  confound  fome  enemie  on  the  feas  ? 
It  may  be  don  to  night.  Stacllin’s  within  ; 

She  raifes  all  your  fodaine  ruinous  ftorines 
That  Haipwrack  barks^  and  teares  up  growing 
oakes,  • ' . 

Flyes  over  houfes,  and  takes  Anno  Domini 
Out  of  a rich  man’s  chimney  (a  fweet  place 
for’t) 

He  would  be  hand’d  ere  he  would  fet  his  ownc 

O 

yeares  there. 

They  muft  be  chamber’d  in  a five-pound  pidlurc, 
A greene  filk  curtaine  drawne  before  the  eies 
on’t. 

(His  rotten  difeasd  yeares)  ! Or  doft  thou  envy 
The  fat  profperitie  of  any  neighbour  ? * 

ril  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  ftraight  deftroy  the  yong  of  all  his  cattell  : 
Blaft  vine-yards,  orchards,  meadowes;  or  in  one 
night 

Tranfport  his  doong,  hay,  come,  by  reekes, 
whole  ftacks, ' 

Into  thine  owne  ground. 

C3 
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Seb,  This  would  come  moft  richely  now 
To  many  a cuntry  grazier;  But  my  envy 
Lies  not  fo  lowe  as  cattell,  come,  or  vines : 
’Twill  trouble  your  bcft  powres  to  give  me  eafc. 

Hec,  Is  yt  to  llarve  up  generation  ? 

To  ftrike  a barrennes  in  man  or  woman  ? 

. Seb,  Hah! 

Hec.  Hah  \ did  you  feele  me  there  ? I knew 
your  greife. 

Seb,  Can  there  be  fuch  things  don  B 
Hec,  Are  theis  the  Ikins 
Of  ferpents  ? theis  of  fnakes  ? 

Seb,  I fee  they  are. 

flee.  So  fure  into  what  houfe  theis  arc  convayM 
Knitt  with  theis  charmes,  and  retentive  knotts 
Neither  the  man  begetts,  nor  woman  breeds  ; 
No,  nor  performes  the  lead:  delires  of  wedlock. 
Being  then  a mutuall  dutie  : I could  give  thee 
Chiroconita,  Adincantida, 

Archimadon,  Marmaritin,  Calicia, 

Which  I could  fort  to  villanous  barren  ends, 

But  this  leades  the  fame  way  ; More  1 could  in- 
fiance  ; 

As  the  fame  needles  thrufl  into  their  plllowes 
That  foawes  and  focks  up  dead  men  in  their 
fheetes: 

A privy  grizzell  of  a man  that  hangs 


After 
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After  fun-fett;  Good,  excellent:  yet  all’s  there 

(Sir). 

Seh.  You  could  not  doe  a man  that  fpeclall 
/kjhclnes 

To  part  them  utterly,  now  ? Could  you  doe  that  ? 

Hec.  No  ; time  mull;  do’t ; we  cannot  dif- 
joyne  wedlock  : 

’Tis  of  heaven's  fanning  : well  may  we  raife  jam, 

Jealouzies,  ftriffes,  and  hart-burning  difagree- 
ments. 

Like  a thick  fkurfF ore  life,  as  did  our  mafler 

Upon  that  patient  miracle  : but  the  work  itfelf 

Our  powre  cannot  dis-joint. 

Seb,  I depart  happy 

In  what  I have  then,  being  conflraln’d  to  this : 

And  graunt  you  (greater  powres)  that  difpofc 
men, 

That  I may  never  need  this  hag  agen.  [Exit, 

Hec,  I know  he  loves  me  not,  nor  there’s  no 
hope  on’t ; 

’Tis  for  the  love  of  mifeheif  I doe  this, 

And  that  we  are  fworne  to  the  firft  oath  we  take. 

Fire,  Oh  mother,  mother. 

Hec,  What’s  the  newes  with  thee  now  ? 

Fire.  There’s  the  bravell  yong  gentleman 
within,  and  the 

Flnelieft  drunck  ; I thought  he  would  Have  falne 
C 4 Into 
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Into  the  veffell : he  flumbled  at  a pipkin  of  childes 

Greaze ; reelde  againft  Stadlin,  overthrew  heri 
and  in 

The  tumbling  caft,  ilruck  up  old  Puckles  heeles 

With  her  clothes  over  her  eares. 

Hcc»  Hoy- day ; 

Fire,  I was  fayne  to  throw  the  cat  upon  her  to 
fave  her 

Honeftie : and  all  litle  enough  : I cryde  out  Hill 
I pray  be 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Coverd.  See  where  he  comes  now  (Mother). 

Aim.  Call  you  theis  witches  ? 

They  be  tumblers  me-thinckes,  very  flat  tum- 
blers. 

Hec.  ’Tis  Almachildes : frefh  blood  flirrs  in 
me — - 

The  man  that  I have  lulled  to  enjoy, 

1 have  had  him  thrice  in  Incubus  already. 

Al.  Is  your  name  gooddy  Hag  ? 

Hec.  ’Tis  any  thing. 

Call  me  the  horridfl  and  unhallowed  things 

Tliat  life  and  nature  trembles  at,  for  thee 

ril  be  the  fame.  Thou  corn’ll  for  a love-charme 
now  ? 

Al.  Why  thou’rt  a witch  I thinck. 

JHec.  Thou  llialt  have  choice  of  twentie,  wett^ 
or  drie, 

AL 
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JL  Nay  let’s  have  clrie  ones. 

Hec.  Yf  thou  wilt  ufe’t  by  way  of  cup  and 
potion 

I’ll  give  thee  a Remora  fhall  be-wltch  her  ftraight. 

AL  A Remora  ? what’s  that  ? 

Hec.  A litle  fuck-ftone. 

Some  call  it  a ftalamprey,  a fmall  fifii. 

AL  And  mull  ’be  butter’d  ? 

Hec,  The  bones  of  a greene  frog  too : won- 
drous pretious, 

The  flefh  confum’d  by  pize-mires. 

AL  Pize-mires  ! give  me  a chamber-pot. 

Fire,  You  lhall  fee  him  goe  nighe  to  be  fo 
unmannerly, 

Hee’ll  make  water  before  my  mother  anon, 

AL  And  now  you  talke  of  frogs,  I have  fomc- 
what  here : 

I come  not  emptie  pocketted  from  a bancket, 

(I  learn’d  that  of  my  haberdalliers  wife.) 

Tooke  gooddy  witch,  there’s  a toad  in  march- 
pane  for  you. 

Hec.  Oh  Sir,  y’have  fitted  me. 

Al.  And  here’s  a fpawne  or  two 

Of  the  fame  paddock-brood  too,  for  your  fon. 

Fire,  I thanck  your  worfhip,  Sir : how  comes 
your  handkercher 

So  fwcetely  thus  beray’d  3 fure  tis  wett  fiicket, 
Sir, 


AL 
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Al.  ’Tis  nothing  but  the  firrup  the  toad  fplt, 
■Take  all  I pree-thee. 

Hec»  I his  was  kindly  don,  Sir, 

And  you  fhall  fup  with  me  to-night  for  this. 

AL  How  ? fup  with  thee  ? doll  thinck  I’ll  eate 
fryde  ratts 
And  pickled  fpiders. 

Hec.  No:  I can  command.  Sir, 

The  heft  meate  i’th’whole  province  for  my  frends;, 
And  reverently  fervd  in  too, 

AL  How  ^ 

* 

Hec.  In  good  fafhipn.  ' 

AL  Let  me  but  fee  that,  and  I’ll  fup  with  yotj, 

' ^he  conjures'  and  enter  a Catt  (playing  on  a 
fidle)  and  Spiritts  (with  meete). 

The  Catt  and  Fidle’s  an  excellent  qrdinarie  : 
You  had  a devill  once  in  a fox-lkin. 

Hec,  Oh,  I have  him  flill : come  walke  with 
me.  Sir.  [Ext, 

Fire,  How  apt  and  ready  is  a drunckard  now 
to  reele  to  thp 

Devill ! well  I’ll  even  in,  and  fee  how  Jic  eates, 
and 

I’ll  be  hang’d  if  I be  not  the  fatter  of  the  twaine 
With  laughing  at  him.  ^Exit^ 

Finis  AHtis  prK 

ACTUS 
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ACTUS  SECUNDUS. 

S C E • P R I-“. 

Enter  Antonio  ^ Gafpero. 

Gaf,  OOD  Sir,  whence  fprings  this  lad- 
nes  ? trufl;  me.  Sir, 

You  looke  not  like  a man  was  married  yeRerdaie, 
There  could  come  no  ill  tidings  lince  laft  night 
To  caufethat  difcontent,  I waswontto  know  all 
Before  you  had  a wife  (Sir)  you  ncre  found  me 
Without  thofe  parts  of  manhood  (Trull  h Sc~ 
crecie). 

An*  I will  not  tell  the  this, 

Gaf*  Not  your  true  fervant  (Sir)  ? 

An*  True!  you’ll  all  flowt  according  to  your 
tallent, 

The  bell  a man  can  keepe  of  you  : and  a hell  ’tis 
For  matters  to  pay  wages,  to  be  laugh’d  at: 

Give  order  that  two  cocks  be  boyld  to  jelly. 

Gaf.  How!  two  cocks  boyld  to  jelly  ? 

An*  Fetch  half  an  ounce  of  pearle.  [Exit, 
^ Gaf*  This  is  a cullytte 
For  a ccnfumption ; and  I hope  one  night 
Has  not  brought  you  to  neede  the  cooke  already. 

And 
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And  fome  part  of  the  goldfmith  : what  two  trades 
In  fowre  and  twenty  howres,  and  lefle  time  ? 

Pray  heaven  the  Surgeon  and  the  Pothecarie 
Keepe  out,  and  then  ’tis  well.  You  had  better 
fortune 

(As  far  as  I fee)  with  your  ftrumpet  fojourner 
(Your  litle  fowre  nobles  a-weeke  ; I nere  knew 
you 

Eate  one  Ponado  all  the  time  y’have  kept  her, 
And  is’t  in  one  night  now  come  up  to  two  cock-^ 
broths  ? 

I wonder  at  the  alteration  ftrangely. 

Enter  Francifca. 

Fra,  Good  morrow  Gafper. 

Gaf.  Your  hartie  wifhes  miflris 
And  your  fweet  dreames  come  upon  you. 

Fra,  What’s  that,  Sir  ? 

Gaf,  In  a good  hufband,  that’s  my  reall  mean- 
ing. 

Fra,  Saw  you  my  brother  lately  ? 

Gaf.  Yes. 

Fra.  I mett  him  now. 

As  fad  (me-thought)  as  griefe  could  make  a man: 
Know  you  the  caufe  ? 

Gaf  Not  I:  1 know  nothing; 

But  half  an  ounce  of  pearle,  and  kitchin-bufynes. 
Which  I will  fee  perform’d  with  all  hdelitie : 

'I’ll 


A TRAGI-COOMODIE.  29 

I’ll  breake  my  truft  in  nothing  ; not  In  porrcdge  I. 

[Exiti 

Fra.  I have  the  hardeft  fortune  1 thlnck  of  a • 
hundred 

Gentlewomen ; fome  can  make  merry  with  a 
frend  feaven  yeere, 

And  nothing  feene ; as  perfe£l  a maid  ftill 
(To  the  world’s  knowledge)  as  fhe  came  from 
rocking. 

But  ’twas  my  luck,  at  the  hrft  howre  (forfooth) 
To  prove  too  fruitfull : fure  I’me  neere  my  time* 
Tme  yet  but  a yong  fcholler  : I may  faile 
In  my  account ; but  certenly  I doe  not. 

Theis  baflards  come  upon  poore  venturing  gen- 
tlewomen 

Ten  to  one  failer  then  your  legitimate  children, 
Yf  i had  byn  married.  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  I had 
ben  with  child 

So  foone  now.  When  they  are  our  hufbands^ 
they’ll  be  whipt 

Ere  they  take  fuch  paines  as  a frend  will  doe ; to 
come 

By  water  to  the  back-doreat  midnight,  there  Hay 
Perhaps  an  howre  in  all  w^eathers  with  a paire  ot" 
Reeking  water-men  laden  with  bottles  of  wyne 
Chewitts  and  curran-cufeards.  I may  curffe 
Thofe  eg-pies,  they  are  meat  that  help  forward 
too  fall. 

This 
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This  hath  byn  ufnall  with  me  nyght  by  nygKt 
(Honeflie  forgive  me)  when  my  brother  has  byn 
Dreaming  of  no  fuch  junckett^ ; yet  he  hatii 
farde 

The  better  for  my  fake,  though  he  litle  thinck 
For  what,  nor  mull  he  ever.  IVly  frend  promisd 
me 

To  provide  fafely  for  me,  and  devife 
A meanes  to  fave  my  creadit  here  i’th’howfe. 

■*  My  brother  fure  would  kill  me  if  he  knew’t. 

And  powder  up  my  frend,  and  all  his  kindred. 

For  an  Eaft  Indian  voyage. 

' Enter  Ifabclla. 

If.  Alone,  Sifter? 

Fra^  Noe,  ther’s  another  with  me,  though  yo\i 
fee’t  not : 

Morrow  (fweet  Sifter)  bow  have  you  flept  to* 
night  ? 

If  More  than  I thought  I (hould : I have  had 
good  reft. 

Fra,  1 am  glad  to  heare’t. 

If  Sifter,  me-thincks  you  are  too  long  alone,* 
And  loofe  much  good  time  fociable  and  honeft. 

I am  for  the  married  life,  I muft  praife  that  now. 

Fra.  I cannot  blame  you  (Sifter)  to  commend 
it  5 


A TRAGI-COOMODIE.  sr 

Vou  have  happen’d  well  (no  doubt)  on  a kind 
hufband, 

And  that’s  not  every  woman’s  fortune  (Sifter), 
You  know  if  he  were  any  but  my  brother, 

My  praifes  fhould  not  leave  him  yet  fo  foone. 

If,  I muft  acknowledge  (Sifter)  that  my  life 
Is  happely  blefsd  with  him  : he  is  no  gamfter. 
That  ever  I could  -find,  or  heare  of  yet. 

Nor  mid-night  furffeiter  : he  does  intend 
To  leave  tobacco  too. 

Fra,  Why  heere’s  a hufband  ! 

Ifa,  He  faw  it  did  offend  me,  and  fwore  freely 
Hee’ld  nere  take  pleafure  in  a toy  agen 
That  fhould  difpleafe  me  : fome  knights  wives  in 
towne 

Will  have  great  hope,  upon  his  reformation, 

To  bring  their  hufbands’  breathes  into  th’old 
fafhion 

And  make  them  kiffe  like  Chrlftians,  not  like 
Pagans. 

Fra,  I promlfe  you  (Sifter)  ’twill  be  a worthic 
work, 

To  put  downe  all  theis  pipers : ’tis  great  pitty 
There  fliould  not  be  a ftatut  againft  them 
As  againft  ftdlers. 

Ifa,  Theis  good  offices, 

Yf  you  had  a hufband,  you  might  exercife 


To 
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To  th’  good  o’  the  common- wealth,  and  doe  mncli 
proffit : 

Befide,  it  is  a comfort  to  a woman 
T’  have  children  (Sifter)  a great  blefling  certenly. 
Fra,  They  will  come  fail  enough, 

Ifa,  Not  fo  fad:  neither 
As  they’re  ftill  welcome  to  an  hcneft  woman. 

Fra,  How’  necre  (he  comes  to  me  ! I proteft 
die  orrates 
My  very  fkin. 

Ifa,  Were  I conceiv’d  with  child, 

Befhrew  my  hart,  I fhould  be  prowd  on’t. 

Fra,  That’s  natural : Pride  is  a kind  of  fvvell- 
' ing: 

But  yet  I have  fmall  caufe  to  be  prowd  of  mine. 

Ifa,  You  are  no  good  companion  for  a wife : 
Get  you  a hufbandj  pre-thee  (Sifter)  doe. 

That  I may  afk  your  counceli  now  and  then : 
’Twill  mend  your  clifeourfe  much:  you  may ds 
know  nothing. 

Fra,  Noe:  we  are  fooles;  but  comTonly  we 
prove 

Quicker  mothers  then  you  that  have  hufbands ; 
(i  am  fure  1 fhall  els  : I may  fpeake  for  one). 

Enter  Antonio, 

An,  I will  not  looke  upon  her : I’ll  paiTe  by 
And  make  as  though  I fee  her  not. 
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• Ifcu  Why  Sir, 

Pray  your  opinion,  by  the  way,  with  leave  (Sir) 

I am  councelling  your  lifter  here,  to  marry. 

Jn,  To  marry?  foft : the  prieft  is  not  at  ley- 
fure  yet : 

Some  five  yeare  hence  : would  you  fayne  marry 
(Sifter?) 

Fra,  I have  no  fuch  hunger  to't  (Sir)  for  I 
thinck 

Tve  a good  bitt  that  well  may  ftay  my  ftoinach, 

As  well  as  any  that  broke  faft,  a finner. 

An,  I'hough  file  feeme  tall  of  growth,  fire’s 
flrort  in  yeares 

Of  fome  that  feeme  much  lower.  How  old 
(Sifter  ?) 

Not  feaventeene,  for  a yeard  of  lawne  ! 

Fra.  Not  yet,  Sir. 

An,  I told  you  foe. 

Fra,  I would  he  had  laied  a wager  of  old  flilrts 
rather ; 

1 lhall  have  more  need  of  them  Ihortly  ; and  yet, 

A yeard  of  lawne  will  ferve  for  a chriftning 
cloth ; 

I have  ufe  for  every  thing  as  my  cafe  ftands. 

Ifa,  1 care  not  if  I trye  my  voice  this  morn- 

Eut'I  have  got  a cold,  Sir,  by  yourmeanes. 

D An, 
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An»  ni  flrive  to  mend  that  fault, 

Jfa,  I thanck  you,  Sir. 

SONG. 

In  a maklen-tlme  profeH-, 

Then  vve  fay  that  life  is  bed  : 

Tailing  once  the  married  life, 

Then  we  onlie  praife  the  wife. 

There’s  but  one  date  more  to  trie 

Which  makes  woemen  laugh  or  cris— 
Widow,  widow:  of  theis  three 
, The  m idle’s  bed  and  that  give  me. 

An.  There’s  thy  reward. 

Ifa.  I will  not  grumble  (Sir) 

Like  fome  mulitian ; if  more  come,  tis  welcora. 
Fra.  Such  trickes  has  made  me  doe  all  that  1 
have  don : 

Your  kiding  married  folks  fpoils  all  y'  maides. 
Enter  Aberzanes.. 

That  ever  live  I’th’houfe  with. ’em.  Oh  here  he 
comes  * 

With  his  baggs  and  bottles : he  was  borne 
To  lead  pooie  water-men,  and  I. 


Ab. 
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Ab,  Goe  fellowes  into  th’  larder,  let  the  bake- 
meates 

Be  forted  by  themfelves. 

An.  Why  Sir? 

Ab.  Looke  the  Canary-bottles  be  well  ftopt. 
The  three  of  clarret  fhalbe  droonck  at  dinner. 

An.  My  good  Sir,  y’re  too  plenteous  of  thels 
curtefies, 

Indeed  you  are  : forbeare  ’em,  I befeech  ye, 

I know  no  merrit  in  me,  but  poore  lave 
And  a true  frends  well-wifhing,  that  can  caufe 
This  kindncs  in  excefle  : i’  th’  flate  that  I am 
1 (hall  goe  neere  to  kick  this  fellow  fhortly. 

And  fend  him  downe  ftayres  w^*'  his  bag  & bag- 
gage* 

Why  comes  he  now  I am  married : there’s  the 
point. 

I pray  forbeare  theis  things, 

Ab.  Alas  you  know  Sir, 

Theis  idle  toyes  which  you  call  curtefies. 

They  coil  me  nothing  but  my  fervants  travaile  : 
One  olFice  mull  be  kind  (Sir)  to  another 
You  know  the  fafliion  : What ! the  gentlewoman 
Your  filler’s  fad  me-thincks. 

An.  I know  no  caufe  flie  has. 

Fra.  Nor  fliall  you,  by  my  good-will.  What 
doe  you  meane,  Sir  ? 

D 2 
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ShaU  I ^lay  IierCj  to  fliame  myfelfe  and  you } 
Tiie  tiir.e  may  be  to  night,  for  aught  you  know. 
JL  Peace  j theres  meanes  wrought,  I tell  thee. 

Efilsr  Sebaftian  and  Gentleman. 

Fra.  I Sir,  when  ? 

/In.  How"  now  ! wdiaCs  he  ? 

Ifa.  Oh,  this  is  the  man,  Sir, 

J enteitaind  this  morning  for  my  fcrvicc, 

Pleafc  )-ou  to  give  your  liking, 

/fn.  Yes  ! he's  well  com, 

I like  him  not  amlffe : thou  wouldfl  fpeake  bufy- 
ires, 

WQuldll  diou  not  ? 

SiL  Yes;  may  it  pleafe  you  Sir, 

There  is  a gentleman  from  the  northerrie  parts. 
Hath  brought  a letter,  as  it  feemes,  in  hail. 

Jjt.  From  whom^ 

Crimt.  Your  bonney  lady  mother,  Sir. 

Jn.  You  are  kindly  weilcom,  Sir:  how  doth 

i left  her  heale  varray  well  Sir. 

Letter.  I prate  fend  your  Sifler  downe  with 
all  fpeed  to  me.  1 hope  it  will  prove 
iimcii  for  her  good  in  the  waie  of  her 
preferment:  fade  me  not,  I deiire  you, 
(Son)  nor  let  any  excufe  of  hers  with- 
hold 
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hold  her : I have  fent  (ready  furnilldd) 
horie  and  man  Tor  her. 

M,  Now  ! liave  I thoiioht  upon  you? 

Fra»  Peace,  good  Sir. 

You  are  worthie  of  a kindnes  an  other  time. 

An*  Her  will  flialbe  obey’d  : Siiler,  prepare 
yourfelf. 

You  muft  downe  with  all  fpeed. 

Fra.  I know  downe  1 mufi ; 

And  gcod-fpeed  fend  me. 

An.  ’Tis  our  mother’s  pleafure. 

Fra.  Good  Sir  wryte  back  againe,  and  certifie 
her 

I am  at  my  harts  wifh  here  : I’me  with  my 
Trends 

And  can  be  but  well,  fay. 

An.  You  fhal!  pardon  me  (SiRer)  , 

I hold  it  no  wife  part  to  contradicd:  her. 

Nor  would  I councell  you  to’t. 

Fra.  ’Tis  fo  un-couth 

Living  i’  th’  cuntrie,  now  I’me  ufde  to  th’  cittie 
That  I fhall  ne’ar  endure’t. 

Ab.  Perhaps  forfooth 

’Tis  not  her  meaning  you  fliall  live  there  long. 

1 doe  not  thinck  but  after  a moneth,  or  foe 
You’ll  be  fent  up  againe  : that’s  my  conceit. 
However,  let  her  have  her  wdll. 
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An.  I (good  Sir) 

Great  reafon  ’tis  fhe  fhould. 

If  a.  I am  forry  (Sifter) 

'Tis  our  hard  fortune,  thus  to  part  fo  foone. 

Fra,  The  forrovv  wilbe  mine. 

An.  Pleafe  you  walke-in  (Sir) 

W ee’ll  have  one  health  into  thofe  northerne 
parts 

Though  I be  fick  at  hart.  [Exit, 

Ah.  I,  Sir,  a deepe  one 
Which  you  ftiall  pledge  too. 

Fra.  You  pardon  me  : 

I have  pledg’d  one  too  deepe  already,  Sir. 

Ah,  Peace ; all’s  provided  for  : thy  wine’s  laid 

in, 

Sugar  and  fpice  : the  place  not  ten  mile  hence. 
What  caufe  have  maides  now  to  coinplaine  of 
men, 

When  a farme-houfe  can  make  all  whole  agen  ? 

[ExK 

Seh,  It  takes : h’as  no  content : how  well  fhe 
beares  it  yet  ? 

Hardly  mvfelf  can  find  fo  much  from  her 
That  am  acquainted  with  the  cold  difeafe. 

O honeftic’s  a rare  wealth  in  a woman. 

It  knowes  no  want,  at  leaft  wdll  exprelfe  none, 
(Not  in  a looke)  yetl’me  not  throughly  happy : 

His 
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His  111  does  me  no  good  : well  may  it  kcepc  me 
From  open  rage,  and  madnes  for  a time. 

But  I feele  harts-greif  in  the  fame  place  flill. 
What  makes  the  greateft  torment  ’mongft  lofb 
foules  ? 

’Tis  not  fo  much  the  horror  of  their  paines 
(Though  they  be  infinite)  the  lofie  of  joyes  : 
It  is  that  deprivation  is  the  mother 
Of  all  the  groanes  in  hell,  and  here  on  earth 
Of  all  the  redd-fighes  in  the  harts  of  lovers. 

Still  fire’s  not  mine  that  can  be  no  man’s  elfe, 

Till  I be  nothing,  yf  religion 

Have  the  fame  flrength  for  me  as’thas  for  others: 

Holy  voweswltnes,  that  our  foules  were  married ! 

Enter  Gafpero  and  L.  Governor. 

Gaf,  W’’here  are  you  (Sir)  come,  ’pray  give 
your  attendance 
Here’s  my  lord  Governor  come. 

Gov.  Where’s  our  new  kindred  ? 

Not  llirring  yet  I thinck  ? 

Gaf,  Yes  my  good  lord  : 

Pleafe  you  walk  neere  t 

Gov.  Come  gentlemen,  wee’ll  enter. 

Seb,  I ha’  do’nt  upon  a breach  ; this’  a lelfe 
venture. 

D 4 
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S C 2^ 

E7iter  Almacliildes. 

Jl,  What  a mad  toy  tooke  me  to  fup  with 
witches  ! 

Fye  of  all  druncken  humors  : by  this  hand 
I could  beat  myfelf  when  I thinck  on’t ; and  the 
Rafcalls 

Made  me  good  cheere  too ; and  to  my  under- 
{landing  then 

Eate  fome  of  every  difli  and  fpoild  the  reft  : 

But  coining  to  my  lodging,  I remember 
I was  as  hungry  as  a tyred  foote-poft. 

What’s  this  ? oh,  ’tis  the  charme  her  hagfliip 
gave  me, 

For  my  Duchefte  obftinate  woman  : roound-about 
A three-peny  ftlk  ryban  of  three  cullours. 
l^eSle  tribus  nodis  terms  Amoretta  colores, 

Amoretta  : why  ther’s  her  name  indeed. 

Ne^e  Amoretta.  Agen,  two  bouts, 

JSfodo  et  Veneris  die  vincula  neSle, 

Nay  if  Veneris  be  one,  I’m  fure  there’s  no  dead 
flefii  in’t. 

Yf  I fnould  undertake  to  conftrue  this  now, 

I ftiould  make  a fine  peece  of  work  of  it, 

For 
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For  few  yong  gallants  are  given  to  good  coat 
ftruftion 

Of  any  thing  (hardly  of  tk^ir  bell  frends  wives 
Sifters  or  neices).  Let  me  fee  what  I can  doe 
now. 

NeSfe  tribus  nodis : Nick  of  the  tribe  of  i^oddies 
Terms  coloresy  that  makes  turn’d  cullours. 

Nodo  et  VenertSy  goes  to  hisvenery  like  a noddy. 
Die  vincula,  with  Dick  the  vintners  boy. 

Here  were  a fweet  charme  now,  if  this  were  the  • 
meaning  on’t 

And  very  likely  to  over-come  an  honorable  gen- 
tlewoman. 

The  whorfon  old  helcat  would  have  given  me  the 
Brayne  of  a catt  once  in  my  handkercher,  I bad 
Her  make  fawce  vvith’t  with  a vengeance.  And  a 
Litle  bone  in  the  hethermoft  part  of  a woollfs 
taile, 

I bad  her  pick  her  teeth  with’t,  with  a peftlence. 
Nay  this  is  fomewhat  cleanely  yet  and  hanfom, 

A collourd  ryban  1 a fine  gentle  charme, 

A man  may  give’t  his  fifter,  his  brothers  wife 

Enter  Amoretta. 

Ordinarily : See  j here  fhe  comes  luckely. 

Am,  Blefs’d  Powres,  what  fecreat  fyn  have  I 
comitted 

^hat  ftill  yovi  fend  this  pnnifliment  upon  me  ? 

Al. 
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JL  ’Tis  but  a gentle  punifliment : fo  take  it. 

Anu  Why,  Sir,  what  mearje  you  ? will  you 
ravifli  me  ? r ' 

AL  What,  in  the  gallery  ? and  the  fun  peepe 
in  ? 

There’s^tter  time  and  place  : ’tis  in  her  bofom 
now, 

Am»  Goe;  you’re  the  rudeft  thing  ere  came  at 
court. 

Al,  'Well,  well;  I hope  you’ll  tell  me  an  other 
tale 

Ere  you  be  two  howres  older  : a rude  thing  ! 

ni  make  you  eate  your  word ; I’ll  make  all  fplit 
ds. 

' Am,  Nay  : now  I thinck  on’c  better,  I am  too 
blame  too, 

There’s  not  a Tweeter  gentleman  in  Court : 

Nobely  dcfcended  too,  and  daunces  well. 

Beilircw  mydiart.  I’ll  take  him  when  ther'stime, 

He  wilbe  catchd-up  quickly  : the  Duchefs  fai?s 

Sh’as  fome  employment  for  him,  and  has  fworne 
'me 

To  ufe  my  befl  art  in’t  : life  of  my  joyes 

There  were  good  fluff ! I will  not  trufl  her  with 
Him  : 

I’ll  call  him  back  againe  : he  muft  not  keepe 

Out  of  my  fight  fo  loi;g  : I faall  grow  ma,d  then. 

Enter 


A TRAGI-COOMODIE.  43 
Enter  Ducheffe. 

Duch,  He  lives  not  now  to  fee  to  morrow 
fpent. 

If  this  meanes  take  effeft,  as  ther’s  no  hardnes 
in’t. 

Eaft  night  he  plaid  his  horrid  game  agen. 

Came  to  my  bed-fide  at  the  full  of  midnight. 
And  in  his  hand  that  fatall  fearefull  cup; 

Wak’d  me  and  forc’d  me  pledge  him,  to  my 
trembling 

And  my  dead  father’s  fcorne  ; that  wounds  my 
fight 

That  his  remembrance  fhould  be  rayfde  in  fpight. 
But  either  his  confufion,  or  mine,  ends  it. 

Oh  Amoretta  ! haft  thou  met  him  yet  ? 

Speake  wench,  haft  don  that  for  me  ? 

A?n,  What  (good  Madam  ?) 

Duch.  Diftrudlion  of  my  hopes  ! doft  afk  that 
now  ? 

Didft  thou  not  fweare  to  me,  out  of  thy  hate 
To  Almachildes,  thou’dft  diffemble  him 
A loving  enterteynement,  and  a meeting 
Where  I fliould  work  my  will  ? 

Am,  Good,  Madam,  pardon  me: 

A loving  enterteinement  I doe  proteft 
Myfelf  to  give  him  (with  all  fpeed  I can  too) 
But,  as  I am  yet  a maid  (a  perfcdl  one) 


As 
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As  the  old  time  was  wont  to  afford,  when 
There  was  few  tricks,  and  litle  cunning  ftirring. 

I can  diffemble  none  that  will  ferve  your  turne ; 
He  mufl  have  ev’n  a right  one,  and  a plaine 
one. 

Duch.  Thou  inakftme  doubt  thy  health:  fpcak, 
art  thou  well  ? 

Oh,  never  better,  if  he  would  make  haft, 
And  come  back  quickly  : he  ftayes  now  too 

long- 

Duch,  Pmcquightloft  in  this  woman  ; What’s 
that  fell 

Out  of  her  bofom  now  ? fome  love  token. 

Jm,  Nay,  I’ll  fay  that  for  him  : he’s  the  unci- 
villft  gentleman 
And  every  way  defertles. 

Duch.  Who’s  that  now  ? 

She  difcommends  fo  faft  ? 

Am,  I could  not  love  him  (Mad^m) 

Of  any  man  in  court. 

Duch,  What’s  he  now,  pree-thee  ? 

Am,  Who  ftiould  it  be  but  Almachildes 
(Madam  ?) 

I never  hated  man  fo  deepely  yet. 

Duch,  As  Almachildes  ? 

' A7n.  I am  fick  (good  Madam) 

When  I but  heare  him  nam’d. 


Duch, 
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Duch,  How  is  this  poflible  ? 

Bat  now  thou  faicFft  thou  lov’d’fl  hirHj  and  dldd^ 
raife  him 

’Bov€  all  the  court,  in  praifes. 

Am,  How  great  people 

May  fpeake  their  pleafure,  Madam  ! but  furely  I 
Should  thinck  the  worfle  of  my  tongue  while  I 
liv’d  then. 

Duch.  No  longer  have  I patience  to  forbearc 
thee  : 

Thou  that  retainft  an  envious  foule  togoodnes; 
He  is  a gentleman  deferves  as  much 
As  ever  fortune  yet  bellow’d  on  man  : 

The  glory  and  prime  luftre  of  our  court ; 

Nor  can  there  any  but  our-felf,  be  worthie  of 
him  : 

And  take  you  notice  of  that  now  from  me  : 

Say  you  have  warning  on’t : yf  you  did  love  him^ 
You  mud  not  now. 

Am.  Let  vour  m*ace  never  feare  it. 

V O 

Duch.  Thy  name  is  Amoretta,  as  ours  is^ 
’Thas  made  me  love,  and  trud  thee. 

Am.  And  my  faithfullnes 
Has  appeer’d  well  i’th’proofe  dill:  has’t  not 
(Madam) 

Duch.  But  ifd  falle  now,  ’tis  nothinc:. 

Am.  Then  it  fhall  not. 

I know  he  will  not  be  long  from  dutuing 
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i\bout  this  place,  now  h’as  had  a fight  of  me; 
& ril  performe 

In  all  that  I vow’d  (Madam)  faithfully. 

Duch,  Then  am  I blefsd,  both  in  revenge,  and 
love. 

And  thou  flialt  taft  the  fweetnes.  [Exit* 

Enter  Almachildes, 

Am*  What  your  aymes  be 
I lift  not  to  enquire  : all  I defire 
Is  to  prefer ve  a computent  honeftiej 
Both  for  mine  owne  and  his  ufe  that  fliall  have 
me, 

(Whofe  luck  fo  ere  it  be)  oh  he’s  return’d  alredy ; 
1 knew  he  would  not  faile. 

AU  It  works  by  this  time. 

Or  thedevill’s  in’t,  I think  : I’ll  nev’r  truft  witch 
els 

Nor  fup  with  them  this  twelvernoneth* 

Am*  1 mufl  footh  him  now; 

And  ’tis  great  paine  to  do’t  againft  ones  flomach. 
Al*  Now  Amoretta ! 

Atn*  Now  y’ar  well  com  Sir, 

Yf  you’ird  come  alwaies  thus. 

Al*  Oh,  am  I foe  ? 

Is  the  cafe  alter’d  fince  ? 

Am.  Xi  you’ird  be  rude. 

And 
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And  know  your  times,  ’twer  fomewhar,  a great 
comfort. 

^Las,  I could  be  as  loving  and  as  venturous 
As  any  woman  (wee’re  all  flefli  and  blood  man) 
Yf  you  could  play  the  game  out  modeftly 
And  not  betray  your  hand,  I muft  have  care. 
Sir, 

You  know  I have  a marriage- time  to  come. 

And  that’s  for  life  : your  heft  folkes  wilbe  merryj 
But  looke  to  the  maine  chaunce  (that’s  reputa- 
tion) 

And  then  doe  what  they  lifl. 

Jl.  Wilt  have  my  oath  } 

By  the  fweet  health  of  youth,  I wilbe  carefull 
And  never  prate  on’t ; nor  like  a cunning  fuarer 
Make  thy  clip’d  name  the  bird  to  call  in  others. 
Am*  Well : y eliding  then  to  fuch  conditions 
As  my  poore  balhfullnes  fliall  require  from  you, 
I fhall  yeild  fliortly  after. 

AL  I’ll  confent  to  ’em 
And  may  thy  fweet  humilitie  be  a patterne 
For  all  prowd  women  livina;. 

A?n,  They’r  beholding  to  you. 
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Enter  Abberzanes  and  an  old  JVoinan, 

Ah,  Soe,  foe : away  with  him.  I love  to  get 

’em, 

But  not  to  keepe  ’em.  Doft  thou  know  the 
houfe  ? 

Worn,  No  matter  for  the  houfe;  I knovv  the 
porch. 

Ah,  There’s  fixpence  more  for  that:  away, 
keep  clofe. 

My  tailor  told  me  he  fent  away  a maid  fervant 
Well  ballaft  of  all  lides,  within  thefe  nine  dales  : 
His  wife  nev’r  dream’d  on’t : gave  the  drab  ten 
pounds, 

And  file  nev’r  troubled  him  : a confon  faJflhon. 
He  told  me  ’twas  to  rid  away  a fcape. 

And  1 have  fent  him  this  for’t.  I remember 
A frend  of  mine  once  ferv’d  a prating  tradefman. 
Juft  on  this  fafliion  (to  a haire  in-troth) 

’Tis  a good  eafe  to  a man  : you  can  fwell  a maid 
up, 

And  ridd  her  for  ten  pound ; (thers  the  purfe 
back  agen 
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What  ere  becomes  of  your  money,  or  your  maid) 
This  comes  of  bragging  now  ; It’s  well  for  the 
boy  too 

Hee’il  get  an  excellent  trade  by’t;  and  on  fon- 
dales 

Goe  like  a gentleman  that  has  pawnd  his  rapier. 
He  need  not  care  what  cuntry-man  his  father  was. 
Nor  what  his  mother  was  when  he  wa>  gotten. 
The  boy  will  doe  well  certen  ; ’give  him  grace 
To  have  a quick  hand  and  convey  things  cleanly; 

Enter  Francifca. 

’Twilbe  his  owne  an  other  day.  Oh,  well  faid 
Ar’t  almoft  furnifh’d?  ther’s  fuch  a toile  alwaies 
To  fett  a woman  to  horfe ; a mightie  troble. 

The  letter  came  to  your  brother’s  hands  I know 
On  T hurfdaie  laft  by  noone  : You  were  expedled 
there 

Yefterday  night. 

Fra.  It  makes  the  better,  Sir. 

Jb,  W e muft  take  heed  we  ride  through  all 
the  pudles 

’Twixt  this  and  that  now,  that  your  fafe-guard 
there 

May  be  moft  probably  dabled. 


Fra* 
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Fra,  A’lasv  Sir, 

I never  mark’d  till  how  : I hate  myfelf : 

How  monflrons  ihyn  I looke. 

Ab,  Not  monilrous  neither : 

A lltle  fliarp  i’tli’nofe,  like  a cimtry  wood  cock. 
Fra,  Fy,  fy,  how  pale  I am.  1 Ih'all  betray 
myfelf. 

I would  'you’ll ’d  box  ihe  well  and  handfbmely 
To  n;et  me  into  cullour. 

^b.  Not  I •;  pardon  the  : 

That  let  a hufband  doe,  when  he  has  married 
you. 

A frend  at  court  will  never  offer  that. 

Come,  how 'much  fpice  and  fugar  have  you  left 
‘now, 

At  this  poore  'one  moneths  voiage  ? 

Fra.  Sure  not  much,  Sir  ; 

I think  fome  quarter  of  a pound  of  fugar 
And  half  an  ounce  of  fpice. 

Ab.  Heer’s  no  fweet  charge  ; 

And  there  was  thirty  pound,  good  waight  and 
true, 

Befide  what  my  manftole  w'hen’t  was  a waighing,, 
, And  that  was  three  pound  more ; I’ll  fpeake  with 
’leaff. 

The  Rheiiiili  wine  is’t  all  run  out  in  cawdells 

Ira, 
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Fra.  Doe  you  afk  that  (Sir)  ’tis  of  a weekes 
departure* 

You  fee  what  ’tls  now  to  get  children,  Sir. 

Boy,  Your  mares  are  ready  both,  Sir. 

Ab,  Come,  wee’ll  up  then. 

Youth,  give  my  lifter  a ftraight  wand : ther’fi 
two- pence. 

Boy,  I’il  give  her  a fine  whip,  Sir, 

No,  no,  no ; 

Though  we  have  both  defervd  it. 

Boy,  Heer’s  a new  one. 

Jb,  ’Pre-thee  talk  to  us  of  no  whips  (good 
boy) 

My  hart  akes  when  I fee  ’em  : Lett’s  away. 

[Ex\ 
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ACTUS  T E R C I U S. 

S C P R P. 

Enter  DucliefTe,  leading  Almachildes  (blindfold), 

Al,  HIS  you  that  was  a maid  ? how  arc 
X you  borne 

To  deceive  men ! 1 had  thought  to  have  married 
you : 

Ibad  byn  finely  handled,  had  I not? 

I’ll  fay  that  man  is  wife  ever  hereafter 

That  tries  his  wife  before  hand.  ’Tis  no  mer- 
vaile 

You  fhould  profes  fuch  baflifullnes,  to  blind  one^ 

As  if  you  durft  not  looke  a man  ith’face, 

Your  modeftie  would  blufh  foe.  Why  doe  you 
not  run, 

And  tell  the  Ducheffe  now  ? Gee;  you  fliould 
tell  all. 

Let  her  know  this  too  — why  heere’s  the  plague 
now  : 

’Tis  hard  at  hrfl  to  wyn  ’em : when  they’re 
gotten 
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Ther’s  no  way  to  be  ricld  on  ’em  : they  fti;  k 
To  a man  like  bird-Iyme  : my  watche’s  out : 
Will  you  releafe  me  ? I’ll  releafe  myfelf  els. 

Duch,  Nay,  fure  I’ll  bring  you  to  your  light 
agen  : 

Say,  thou  mull  either  dye,  or  kill  the  Duke; 

For  one  of  them  thou  mull  doe. 

JL  How  (good  Madam?) 

Duch.  T hou  baft  thy  choice,  and  to  that  pur- 
pofe,  Sir, 

I have  given  thee  knowledge  now  of  what  thou 
haft. 

And  what  thou  muft  doe,  to  be  worthie  on’t. 

You  muft  not  thinck  to  come  bv  fuch  a fortune 
Without  defert,  that  were  unreafonable. 

He  that’s  not  borne  to  honour,  muft  not  looke 
To  have  it  come  with  eafe  to  him  : he  muft 
wyn’t. 

Take  but  into  thine  a£lIons  wit  and  courage. 
That’s  all  we  alk  of  thee.  But  if  through  weak- 
nes 

Of  a poore  fpirit  thou  denieft  me  this, 

Thinck  but  how  thou  fhalt  dye  (as  I’ll  work 
meanes  for’t) 

No  murderer  ever  like  thee,  for  I purpofe 
To  call  this  fubtle  linfull  fnare  of  mine 
An  a(ft  of  force  from  thee.  Thou’rt  prowd  and 
youthfull : 

E3 
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I fhalbc  beleev’d  j beficles  thy  wantonhes 

Is  at  this  howre  in  queftioa  ’mongft  our  women, 

Which  will  make  ill  for  thee, 

/IL  I had  hard  chaunce. 

To  light  upon  this  pleafurc  that’s  fo  coftly : 

’Tis  not  content  with  what  a man  can  doe, 

And  give  him  breath,  but  feekes  to  have  that  too. 
Duch.  Well  take  thy  choice. 

JU  1 fee  no  choice  in't  (Madam) 

For  ’tis  all  death  me-thinks. 

Duch.  Thou’ll  an  ill  fight  then, 

Of  a yong  man  ; ’tis  death  if  thcu  refufe  it ; 

And  fay,  my  zeale  has  warn’d  thee.  But  con^ 
fenting 

*Twilbe  new  life,  great  honour,  and  my  love. 
Which  in  perpetuall  bands,  I’ll  faflen  to  thee. 
Al.  How  Madam  ? 

Duch.  ril  do’t  religioufly, 

Make  thee  my  hufband  ; may  I loofe  all  fence 
Of  pleafure  in  life  els,  and  be  more  miferable 
Then  ever  creature  was;  for  nothing  lives 
But  has  a joy  in  fome  what, 

Al.  Then  by  all 

The  hopefull  fortunes  of  a yong  man’s  riling, 

I w'ill  performe  it  (Madam). 

Duch.  '1  here’s  a pledge  then 
Of  a DuchelTe  love  for  thee ; and  now  trull  me 
Fpr  thy  moft  happy  fafetie,  I will  choofe 
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That  time  fhall  never  hurt  thee  ; when  a man 
Showes  refolutlon,  and  there’s  w'orth  in  him, 
ril  have  a care  of  him  : part  now  for  this  time 
But  {11)1  be  neere  about  us  till  thou  canft 
Be  neerer,  that’s  our-felfe. 

AL  And  that  I’ll  venture  hard  for. 

Duch.  Good  fpeed  to  thee. 

S C 2^ 

Enter  Gafpero  and  Florida. 

Flo.  Pree-thee  be  carefull  of  me,  very  carefull 
now’. 

Gaf,  1 warrant  you  : he  that  cannot  be  carp- 
full  of 

A queane  can  be  carefull  of  no  body  : ’tis  every 
Man’s  humor  that : I fhould  never  lopke  tp  a 
w’ife 

Half  fo  handfoipely. 

Flo,  Oh  foftly  (fweet  Sir)  fhould  your  mlftris 
meet  me  now 

In  her  owne  houfe,  I were  undon  for  ever. 

Gaf.  Never  feare  her  : fhe’s  at  her  prick- fong 
clofe, 

Ther’s  all  the  joy  fhe  has,  or  takes  delight  in. 
Looke,  l^eer’s  the  garden  key,  my  m after  gav’t  me. 
And  will’d  me  to  be  carefull : doubt  not  you  on’t. 

E 4 Flo, 


56  T H E W I T C H.  ^ 

Flo,  Your  mafter  is  a noble  compleat  gentle- 
man, 

And  do’s  a woman  all  the  right  that  may  be. 
Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seh,  How  now  ? what’s  fhe  ? 

Gaf.  A kind  of  doubtfull  creature  : 

I’ll  tell  thee  more  anon. 

Seb,  I know  that  face 

To  be  a flrumpett’s,  or  mine  ele  is  envious. 

And  would  fayne  wijli  it  foe  where  I would  have 
it. 

I faile,  if  the  condition  of  this  fellow 
Weares  not  about  it  a flrong  fcent  of  bafenes. 

1 fa\v  her  once  before  here,  five  daies  fince  tis, 
And  the  fame  wary  pandarous  diligence 
Was  then  beftow’d  on  her  : fhe  came  alter’d  then, 
And  more  enclyning  to  the  citty-tuck. 

Whom  fhould  this  peice  of  transformation  vifit 
After  the  com~on  curtefie  of  frailetie 
In  our  houfe  here  ? furely  not  any  fervant 
They  are  not  kept  fo  lufly,  fhe  fo  lowe, 

I am  at  a ftraunge  fland  : Love  and  luck  affifl 
me ; 

Enter  Gafpero. 

The  truth  I fhall  wyn  from  him  by  falfe  play. 
He’s  now  return’d : Well,  Sir,  as  you  were  fay- 
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Goe  forward  with  your  tale, 

GaJ,  What?  I know  nothing. 

Seb,  The  gentlewoman. 

Gaf.  She’s  gon  out  at  the  back-dore  now. 

Seb.  Then  farewell  fhe,  and  you,  if  that  be 
all. 

Gaf.  Come,  come,  thou  (halt  have  more ; I 
have  no  powre 

To  lock  myfelf  up  from  thee. 

Seb.  So  methincks. 

Gaf.  You  fhall  not  thinckj  trufl  me,  Sir,  you 
(hall  not : 

Your  eare  ; She’s  one  o’ th’ falling  family, 

A queane  my  mafler  keeps ; fhe  lyes  at  Rutneys. 

Seb.  Ts’t  pofTible  ? I thought  1 had  feene  her 
fome  where. 

Gaf  I tell  you  truth  finceerly.  She’s  byn 
thrice  here 

By  ftelth  within  theis  ten  daies,  and  departed  dill 

With  pleafure  and  with  thancks  bir,  ’tis  her  luck. 

Surely  I thinck  if  ever  there  we  e man 

Ee-witch’d  in  this  world,  ’tis  my  mafter  (Sirha). 

Seb.  Thinck’ft  thou  fo  Gafper  ? 

Gaf  Oh,  Sir,  too  apparant. 

Seb.  This  may  prove  happie : tis  the  likelieft 
meanes 

That  fortune  yet  ere  fliow’d  me. 


Enter 


THE  WITCH: 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifa»  You’re  both  her?  now^ 

And  flrangers  newly  lighted ; wher’§  your  at- 
tendance ? 

Seb,  I know  what  makes  you  wafpifh  ; a pox 

. on't 

Shee’ll  every  day  be  angrie  now  at  nothing-  [Aith 
Ifa.  i’ll  call  her  ftranger  ever  ip  my  hart : 

Sha’s  kill’d  the  name  of  lifter  through  bafe  luft 
And  fled  to  fhifts.  Oh,  hpw  a brother’s  good 
thoughts 

May  be  be-gui]d  in  woman  ! beer’s  a letter 
(Found  in  her  abfence)  reports  ftrangely  of  her 
And  fpeakes  her  impudence  : Sh’as  undon  her- 
felf. 

(I  could  not  hold  from  weeping,  when  I read  it.) 
Abufde  her  brothers  houfc  and  his  good  confl- 
dence.  • • 

’Twas  don  not  like  herfelf : I blame  her  niuch  : 
But  if  flie  can  but  keep  it  from  his  knowledge, 

Erder  Gafpero. 

I will  not  greive  him  fir  ft  ; it  fliall  not  come 
By  my  meanes  to  his  hart.  Now  Sir,  the  newes  > 
Gaf  You  call’d  ’em  ftrangers : ’tis  my  mafter’s 
After  (Madam). 

Ifa. 
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Jfa,  Oh,  is’t  foe ! fhe’s  Wellcome.  Who’s 
come  with  her  ? 

Gaf»  I fee  none  but  Abberzanes. 

Ifa.  He’s  enough 
To  bring  a v/oman  to  confufion 
More  then  a wifer  man,  or  a far  greater. 

A lette.  came  laft  weeke  to  her  brother’s  hands 
To  n.akc  way  for  her  coming  up  agen 
After  her  fhame  was  lighten’d ; and  fhe  writt 
there 

The  gentleman  her  mother  wifh’d  her  to 
(Taking  a violent  furfeyt  at  a wedding) 

Dide  ere  ihe  came  to  fee  him  : what  ilrange  cun- 
ning 

Enter  Abberzanes  Francifea. 

Sin  helpea  a woman  to  ! here  fhc  comes  now. 
Sifter,  you’ar  wellcom  home  againe. 

Fra,  Thancks  (fweet  ftfter). 

Ifa.  Y’have  had  good  fpeed. 

Fra  What  faies  file  ? 1 have  made 
All  the  beft  fpeed  I could. 

Ifa.  I well  beleeve  you. 

Sir,  w'e’are  all  much  beholding  to  your  kindnes. 

. Ab^  My  fervice  ever  (Madam)  to  a gentlewo- 
man. 

1 tooke  a bonney  mare  T keep,  and  mett  her 
Some  ten  mile  out  of  towne,  aleaven,  I thinck  t 
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’Twas  at  the  ftump  I mett  you,  I remember. 

At  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Fra.  ’^I'was  there  about  Sir. 

Ab,  Full  eleaven  then,  by  the  rod,  if  they  were 
meafur’d. 

Ifa.  You  looke  ill  (me  thincks)  have  you  byn 
lick  of  late  ? 

’Troth,  very  bleake,  doth  Ihe  not?  how  thinck. 
you  hir  ? 

Ah.  No,  no:  a litle  fliarp  with  riding:  Ih’as 
rid  fore. 

Fra,  1 ever  looke  leane  after  a jorney  Sifter  : 

One  fliall  doe  that  has  travail’d,  travail’d  hard. 

Ab,  Till  evening,  I conffend  you  to  yourfelves, 
ladies.  [^Exit, 

Ifa,  And  that’s  heft  trufting  to,  if  you  were 
bang’d. 

Y’ar  well  acquainted  with  his  hand  went  out 
now  ? 

Fra>  His  hand  ? 

Ifa,  I fpeake  of  nothing  els : I thinck  ’tis 
there. 

Pleafe  you  to  looke  upon’t;  and  when  y’have 
don 

Yf  you  did  w^eepe,  it  could  not  be  amifle, 

A fign  you  could  fay  grace  after  a full  meale. 

You  had  not  need  looke  paler ; yet  you  doe. 

’Twas 
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’Twas  ill  don  to  abufe  yourfclf  and  us, 

To  wrong  fo  good  a brother,  and  the  thoughts 
That  we  both  held  of  you.  I did  doubt  you 
much 

Before  our  marriage  : but  then,  my  ftrangenes. 
And  better  hope  ftill,  kept  me  off  from  Ipeaking. 
Yet  may  you  find  a kind  and  peaceful!  lifter  of 
me, 

If  you  delift  here,  and  lhake  hands  with  folly. 
Which  you  ha’ more  caufe  to  doe,  then  1 to  wilh 
you. 

As  truly  as  I beare  a love  to  goodnes. 

Your  brother  knowes  not  yet  on’r,  nor  lhall  ever 
For  my  part,  fo  you  leave  his  company. 

But  if  I find  you  impudent  in  fyffing, 

1 will  not  keep’t  an  howre  ^ nay,  prove  your 
enemie 

And  you  know  who  will  ayde  me : as  y’  have 
goodnes, 

You  may  make  ufe  of  this:  I’ll  leave  it  with 
you.  ^ [Exit. 

Fra.  Heer’s,a  fweet  churching  after  a woman’s 
labour. 

And  a fine  give  you  joy.  Why,  where  the  devill 
Lay  you  to  be  found  out  ? the  fodaine  hurrey 
Of  haftning  to  prevent  lhame,  brought  lhame 
forth. 

That’s  ftill  the  curffe  of  all  lafeivious  fluff ; 
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Mifdeedes  could  never  yet  be  wary  enough. 

Now  muft  I {land  in  feare  of  every  looke. 

Nay  tremble  at  a whifper:  bhe  can  keepe  it  fe- 
creat  ? 

That’s  very  likely,  and  a woman  too  ! 

Tam  {lire  I could  not  do’l;  and  I am  made 
As  well  as  flie  can  be  for  any  purpofe  : 

’1  would  never  flay  with  me  twodaies;  I have 
call  it. 

The  third  would  be  a terrible  lick  day  with  me. 
Not  pollible  to  beare  it.  Should  I then 
Trull  to  her  llrength  in’t,  that  lyes  eveiy  night 
Whifpering  the  daies  newes  in  a hufband’s  eaxer 
Noe : and  I have  thought  upon  the  meanes : 
blefsM  fortune ! 

1 mull  he  qu'itt  with  her,  in  the ‘fame  fafliion. 

Or  els  tis  nothing  : there’s  no  way  like  it. 

To  bring  her  honellie  into  quellion  cun  ingly. 
My  brother  wilLbeleeve  fmall  likelihoods. 
Coming  from  me  to.  I lying  now  i’th’houfe. 
May  work  things  to  my  will,  beyond  conceit  too. 
Difgrace  her  firll : her  tale  will  nev’r  be  heard, 

•I  learn’d  that  councell  lirfl  of  a found  gard 
I doe  fufpe£l  Gafper,  my  brother’s  Iquire  there 
Had  fome  hand  in  this  mifchief,j  for  he’s  cunhng 
And  I perhaps  may  litt  him. 
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EnUr  Antonio. 

An,  Your  filler  told  me 

You  were  come  : thou’rt  Wellcome* 

Fra,  Where  is  fii'e  ? 

An,  Who  ? my  wife  ? 

Fra,  I,  Sir. 

An,  Within. 

Fra,  Not  within  hearing,  think  you  ? 

An,  Within  hearing  } 

What’s  thy  conceit  in  that  ? why  fliak’fi;  thy  head 
foe  ? 

And  look’ll  fo  pale,  and  .poo'rely  ? 

Fra,  I’m  a foole  indeed 

To  take  fuch  greif  for  others,  for  your  ibnune. 
Sir. 

An,  My  fortune  ? worlTe  things  yet  ? farewell 
life  then. 

Fra,  1 feare  y’ar  much  deceiv’d  (Sir)  in  this 
woman. 

An,  Who  ? in  my  wife  ? fpeak  low ; come 
hether,  fottly  lifter. 

Fra,  I love  her  as  a woman  you  made  choice 
of: 

Blit  when  Ihe  wrongs  you,  naturall  love  is 
touch’d  (Brother), 

And  that  will  fpeake  you  know. 

An, 
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An^  I truft  it  will. 

Fra,  I held  a fhrew’d  fufpition  of  her  lightnes 
At  firft,  when  I went  downe ; which  made  me 
hafle  the  fooner. 

But  more,  to  make  amends,  at  my  returne  now, 

I found  apparant  lignes. 

An,  Apparant  faift  thou  ? 

Fra,  I,  and  of  bafe  lull  too : that  makes 
th’  afflifton. 

An,  There  has  byn  villany  wrought  upon  me 
then, 

’5Tis  too  playne  flow. 

Fra,  Happy  are  they,  I fay  ftill. 

That  have  their  fillers  living  i’th’houfe  with  ’em. 
Their  mothers,  or  fome  kindred  : a great  comfort 
To  all  poore  married  men  : it  is  not  poffible 
A yong  wife  can  abufe  a hufband  then  : 

’Tis  found  llreight.  But  fweare  fervice  to  this 
(Brother). 

An,  To  this,  and  all  thou  wilt  have. 

^ ; Enter  Ifabella. 

Fra,  Then  this  follovves,  Sir. 

An.  I praife  thy  councell  well : Pll  put’t  in  ufe 
ftraight. 

See  where  Ihe  comes  herfelf.  Kind,  honcfl:  lady, 
1 mull  now  borrow  a whole  forthnights  leave  of 
thee. 

Ifa,  How  Sir  ? a forth  night  ? 
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An^  It  may  be  but  ten  daies;  I know  not  yet, 
’Tis  bufynes  for  the  ftate,  and ’t  muft  be  don, 

Ifa.  1 wifli  good  fpeed  to’t  then. 

An,  Why  that  was  well  fpoake. 
ni  take  but  a foote-boy  : I need  no  more  : 

The  reft  i’ll  leave  at  home,  to  doe  you  fervice,’ 
Ifa,  Ule  your  owne  pleafure,  Sir, 

An,  ’Till  my  returne 

You’ll  be  good  company ; my  lifter  and  you. 

Ifa,  We  lliall  make  Ihift  Sir. 

An,  I am  glad  now  Ihe’s  come. 

And  fo  the  wifhes  of  my  love  to  both.  [A.??//, 
Ifa,  And  our  good  praiers  with  you,  Sir, 

Enter  Sebaftian, 

Seb,  Now  my  fortune. 

By  your  kind  favor  (Madam): 

Ifa,  With  me.  Sir? 

Seb,  The  words  fliall  not  be  many ; but  the 
faithfullnes 

And  true  refpe<ft  that  is  included  in  ’em, 

Is  worth ie  your  attention;  and  may  put  upon  me 
The  faire  repute  of  a juft  honeft  fervant. 

Ifa,  What’s  here  to  doe  Sir,  ther’s  fuch  great 
preparation  toward  ? 

Seb.  In  brief,  that  goodnes  in  you  is  abus’d. 
Madam ; 

You  have  the  married  life,  but  ’tis  a ftrumpet 

F That 
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That  has  the  joy  on’t,  and  the  fruitfulnes : 

There  goes  away  your  comfort. 

If  a.  How  ? a ftrumpet  ? 

Seb*  Of  five  yeeres  coft  and  upwards : a deere 
mifcheif 

(As  they  are  all  of  ’em)  his  forthnlghts  jorney 
Is  to  that  cuntry  ; if  it  be  not  rudenes 
To  fpeake  the  truth,  I have  found  it  all  Out 
(Madam). 

Ifa,  Thou’ft  found  out  thine  owne  ruine:  for 
to  my  knowledge 

Thou  doft  be-lye  him  bafely.  I dare  fweare 
He’s  a gentleman  as  free  from  that  folly 
As  ever  tooke  religious  life  upon  him, 

, Seb,  Be  not  too  confident  to  your  owne  abufe 
(Madam). 

Since  I have  begun  the  truth,  neither  your 
frownes, 

The  only  curfes  that  I have  on  earth 

(Becaufe  my  meanes  depends  upon  your  fervice) 

Nor  all  the  execration  of  man’s  fury 

Shall  put  me  off : though  I be  poore,  I’m  honeff^ 

And  too  jufl  in  this  bufynes.  I perceive  now 

Too  much  refpe£l  and  faithfullnes  to  ladies 

May  be  a wrong  to  fervants, 

Ifa,  Art  thou  yet 
So  impudent  to  Hand  in’t  ? 
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Seb.  Are  you  yet  fo  cold  (Madam) 
in  the  beleif  on’t  ? there  iny  wonder’s  fixt. 
Having  fuch  bleffed  health  and  youth  about  you^ 
Which  makes  the  injury  mightie. 

I/a,  Why  I tell  thee 

It  were  too  great  a fortune  for  thy  lownes 
To  find  out  fuch  a thing;  thou  dofl  not  looke 
As  if  thou’rt  made  for’t.  By  the  pretious  fweetes 
of  love 

I would  give  half  my  wealth  for  fuch  a bargalne, 
And  thinck  ’twer  bought  too  cheape ; thou  canft 
not  gheffe 

Thy  meanes  and  happines,  fhould  I find  this  true; 
Firfl:,  Ill’d  prefer  thee  to  the  lord,  my  uncle, 
Hee’s  governour  of  Ravenna ; all  the  advance- 
ments 

I’th’ kingdom,  fiowes  from  him:  what  need  I 
boaft  that 

Which  coiifion  fame  can  teach  thee? 

Seb,  Then  thus  (Madam) 

Since  I prefume  now  on  your  height  of  fpirit. 
And  your  regard  to  your  owne  youth  and  fruit- 
fullnes 

(Which  every  woman  naturally  loves  and  covetts) 
Accept  but  of  my  labour,  in  directions, 

You  fhall  find  both  your  wrongs  (which  you  may 
right 
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At  your  owne  pleafure)  yet  not  mifsd  to  nlglit 

Here  in  the  houfe  neither:  None  fliall  take  no- 
tice 

Of  any  abfence  in  you,  as  I have  thought  on’t. 

Ifa.  Doe  this,  and  take  my  praife  and  thancks 
for  ever. 

Seb.  As  I deferve,  I wiih  ’em  ; and  will  fervc 
you. 


S C E ^ 3 

Enter  Heccat,  Witches,  ^ Fire- Stone. 

' Hec,  The  moone’s  a gallant ; fee  how  brlflc 
file  rides. 

Stad.  Heer’s  a rich  evening,  Heccat. 

Hec,  I,  is’t  not  wenches 
To  take  a jorney  of  five  thcufand  mile  ? 

Hop,  Curs  wdll  be  more  to-night. 

Hec,  Oh,  ’twill  be  pretious  : heard  you  the 
owle  yet  ? 

Stad,  Brelfely  in  the  copps. 

As  we  came  through  now. 

Elec,  ’Tis  high  time  for  us  then. 

Stad,  There  was  a bat  hoong  at  my  Hpps  three 
times 


As 
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As  we  came  through  the  woods,  and  drank  her 
fill. 

Old  Puckle  faw  her. 

Hec,  You  are  fortunate  fllll. 

The  very  fchreich-owle  lights  upon  your  fhoulder, 
And  wooes  you,  like  a pidgeon.  Are  you  fur- 
nifla’d  ? 

Have  you  your  oyntments  ? 

Siad,  All. 

Hec.  Prepare  to  flight  then  ; 

I’ll  over-take  you  fwiftiy. 

Stad.  Hye  thee  Heccat : 

We  fhall  be  up  betimes. 

Hec.  ril  reach  you  quickly. 

Fire,  They  are  all  going  a birding  to-night. 
They  talk  of  fowles  i’th’aire,  that  fly  by  day, 

I amfure  they’ll  be  a company  of  fowle  flutts 
There  to  night.  Yf  we  have  not  mortallitie 
affer’d, 

I’ll  be  hang’d,  for  they  are  able  to  putryfie  it,  to 
infect 

A whole  region.  She  fpies  me  now. 

Hec.  What  Fire-Stone,  our  fweet  fon  ? 

Fire,  A litle  fweeter  then  fome  of  you ; or  a 
doonghlll  were 
Too  good  for  me. 

Hec,  How  much  haft  here  ? 

F 3 Fire, 
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Fire,  Ninetecne,  and  all  brave  plump  ones ; 

Befides  fix  lizards,  and  three  ferpentine  eggs. 

Hec,  Deere  and  fweet  boy  ; what  herbes  haft 
thou  ? 

Fire,  I have  fome  Mar-martin,  and  Man- 
dragon. 

Hec,  Marmarltin,  and  Mandragora,  thou 
wouldft  fay. 

Fire,  Heer’s  Pannax  too.  I thanck  thee, 

My  pan  akes  I am  fure 

With  kneeling  downe  to  cut  ’em. 

Hec,  And  Selago, 

Hedge  hifop  too  : how  neere  he  goes  my  cut^ 
tings  ? 

Were  they  all  cropt  by  moone-light  ? 

Fire.  Every  blade  of  ’em. 

Or  I am  a moone-calf  (Mother). 

FJec.  Hye  thee  home  with  ’em. 

Looke  well  to  the  houfe  to  night ; I am  for  aloft. 

Fire.  Aloft  (quoth  you?)  I would  you  would 
breake  your  neck  once. 

That  I might  have  all  quickly.  Hark,  hark, 
mother ; , 

They  are  above  the  fteeple  alredy,  flying 

Over  your  head  with  a noyfe  of  mufitians. 

Hec.  They  are  they  indeed.  Help  me,  help 
ine ; Pill  too  late  els. 

Song, 
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Song.  Come  away,  come  away ; -j  . . . 

Heccat,  Heccat,  come  away,  j ^ ^ 

Hec.  I come,  I come,  I come,  I come. 

With  all  the  fpeed  I may, 

With  all  the  fpeed  I may, 

Wher’s  Stadlin  ? 

Heere  1*  in  the  aire, 

Wher’s  Puckle  ? 

Heere : 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwaine  too : 

We  lack  but  you ; we  lack  but  you. 

Come  away,  make  up  the  count. 

Hec,  1 will  but  noynt,  and  then  I mount. 

\_A  fpir'it  like  a Cat  defcends. 
Ther’s  one  comes  downe  to  fetch  his  dues 
A kilfe,  a coll,  a fip  of  blood  : I above. 

And  why  thou  ftaifl  fo  long  , J 

I mufe,  I mule. 

Since  the  air’s  fo  fweet  and  good. 

Hec,  Oh,  art  thou  come. 

What  newes,  what  newes  ? 

All  goes  ftill  to  our  delight, 

Either  come,  or  els 

Refufe,  refufca 

Hec,  Now  I am  furnifli’d  for  the  flight,' 

4 Fin, 


^in  the  aire. 
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Fire*  Hark,  hark,  the  Catt  hngs  a brave  treble 
in 

Her  owne  language. 

Hcc.  going  up J Now  I goe,  now  I flie,  ^ 
Malkin  my  Iweete  fpirit  and  I. 

Oh  what  a claintie  pleafure  tis 
To  ride  in  the  aire 
When  the  moone  fliines  faire, 

And  ling  and  daunce,  and  toy  and  kifs  : 

Over  woods,  high  rocks,  and  mountaines. 
Over  feas  our  miftris  fountaines, 

Over  fteepe  towres  and  turretts 

We  fly  by  night,  ’mongfl:  troopes  of  ipirltts. 

No  ring  of  bells  to  our  eares  founds, 

No  howles  of  woolves,  no  yelpes  of  hounds; 
No,  not  the  noyfe  of  water’s-breache. 

Or  cannon’s  throat,  our  height  can  reache. 

No  Ring  of  bells,  6tc.  | above. 

Fire*  Well  Mother,  I thanck  your  kindnes  : 
You  mull  be 

Gambailino:  i’th’aire,  and  leave  me  to  walk  here 

Like  a foole  and  a mortall,  \_Exit. 

^ Finis  A SI  us  Tercil* 


ACTUS 
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ACTUS  QUART  US. 

S C PR 


Enter  Almachildes. 

AL  ^”1^  HOUGH  the  Fates  have  enducle  me 
M with  a 

Pretty  kind  of  lightnes,  that  I can  laugh  at 
The  world  in  a corner  on’t ; and  can  make 
Myfelf  merry  on  falling  nightes  to  rub  out  a 
Supper  (which  were  a pretious  qualitie  in  a yong 
Formall  ifudent)  yet  let  the  world  know  there 
Is  fome  difference  betwixt  my  joviall  condition. 
And  the  lunary  ftate  of  madnes.  I am  not  quight 
Out  of  my  witts.  I know  a bawd  from  an  aqua- 
Vite-fliop,  a llrumpet  from  wild-fire,  and  a 
Beadle  from  brimeftone.  Now  fhall  I try  the 
Honeftie  of  a great  woman  foundly.  She  reckning 
The  Duke’s  made  away,  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  I be 
Not  the  next  now.  Yf  I trufl  her  as  fire’s  a 
Woman,  let  one  of  her  long  haires  wind  about 
My  hart,  and  be  the  end  of  me,  (which  were  a 
Piteous  lamentable  tragedie,  and  might  be 

Entituled 


74  the  WITCH: 

Entituled  a faire  warning  for  all  haire-braceletts) 
Already  there’s  an  infurredion 
Among  the  people  : they  are  up  in  armes 
Not  out  of  any  reafon,  but  their  wills, 

(Which  are  in  them  their  faints)  fweatting  & 
fwearing 

(Out  of  their  zeale  to  rudenes)  that  no  ftranger 
(As  they  terme  her)  fhall  governe  over  them  : 
They  fay  they’ll  raife  a Duke  among  themfelves 
firft. 

Enter  Duchefs. 

Duch,  Oh  Almachildes,  1 perceive  already 
Our  loves  are  borne  to  curffes : We’ar  be-fett 
By  multitudes ; and  (which  is  worffe)  I feare  me 
Unfreended  too  of  any  : my  cheif  care 
Is  for  thy  fweet  youthes  fafetie, 

JL  He  that  beleeves  you  not 
Goes  file  right  way  to  heaven,  o’  my  confcience. 
Duch.  1 here  is  no  trufting  of  ’em  : they  are 
all  as  barren  ► 

In  pitty  as  in  faith  : he  that  putts  confidence 
In  them,  dies  openly  to  the  fight  of  all  men, 

Not  with  his  frends  and  neighbours  in  peace  pri- 
vat ; 

But  as  his  fhame,  fo  his  cold  farewell  is, 

Publique  and  full  of  noyfe.  Butkeepe  you  clofe. 
Sir, 


Not 
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Not  feene  of  any,  till  I fee  the  way 
Plaine  for  your  fafetie.  I expe£l  the  coming 
Of  the  Lord  Governour,  whom  I will  flatter  ^ 
With  faire  entreaties,  to  appeafe  their  wildnes  ; 
And  before  him,  take  a great  greife  upon  me 
For  the  Duke’s  death,  his  llrange  and  fodainc 
loflh ; 

And  when  a quiet  comes,  expe£l  thy  joyes. 

Al.  I doe  expecfl:  now  to  be  made  away 
^Twixt  this  and  Tuefday  night:  if  I live  Wed- 
nefday. 

Say  I have  byn  carefull,  and  fliun’d  fpoone- 
meate.  [Exit, 

Duch,  This  fellow  lives  too  long  after  the 
deed : 

I am  weary  of  his  light : he  mufl:  die  quickly. 

Or  1 have  fmall  hope  of  fafetie.  My  great  ayme’s 
At  the  Lord  Governour’s  love  : he  is  a fpirit 
Can  fway  and  countenaunce,  theis  obey  and 
crowch. 

My  guiltynes  had  need  of  fuch  a mailer. 

That  with  a beck  can  fupprelfe  multitudes. 

And  dym  mifdeedes,  with  radiance  of  his  glory. 
Not  to  be  feene  with  dazeled  popular  eies. 

Enter  L.  Governour, 

And  here  behold  him  come. 

Gov^ 


THE  WITCH; 


76 

Gov.  Returne  back  to  Vm, 

Say  vve  clefire  ’em  to  be  frends  of  peace 
Till  they  heare  farther  from  us. 

Du:h.  O my  lord, 

I fly  unto  the  p tty  of  your  noblenes. 

The  greivcdil  lady  that  was  ere  be-fett 
With  ftormes  of  forrowes,  or  wild  rage  of  people. 
Never  was  woman’s  greif  for  Ioffe  of  lord 
Deerer  than  mine  to  me. 

Gov,  1 her’s  no  right  don 
To  him  now  (Madam)  by  wrong  don  to  yonrfelf ; 
Your  owne  good  wifedom'  may  inflru£l  you  fo 
far  : 

And  for  the  people’s  tumult  (which  oft  growes 
From  libertie,  or  rancknes  of  long  peace) 

I’ll  labour  to  reflraine,  as  I’ve  begun  (Madam). 
Duch.  My  thancks,  and  praifes  lhall  ncv’r  for- 
get you  (Sir) 

And,  in  time  to  come,  my  love. 

Gov.  Your  love  (fweet  Madam)? 

You  make  my  joycs  too  happy  : I did  covctt 
To  be  the  fortunate  man  that  bleffmg  vifitts, 
Which  I’ll  eflecme  the  crowne,  and  full  reward 
Cf  fervice  prefent,  and  deferts  to  come. 

It  is  a happines  I’il  be  bold  to  fue  for 
W^hen  I have  fett  a calme  upon  theis  fperitts 
^j'hat  now  are  up  for  ruine. 


Duch, 
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Duch,  Sir,  my  wiflies 

Are  fo  well  mett  in  yours,  fo  fairely  anfwer’cl 
And  nobely  recompencd,  it  makes  me  fuffer 
In  thofe  extreames  that  few  have  ever  felt ; 

To  hold  two  pallions  in  one  hart  at  once, 

Of  gladnes,  and  of  forrow. 

Gov,  Then  as  the  ollyfF 
Is  the  meeke  enfigne  of  faire  fruitfull  peace, 

So  is  this  kifTe  of  yours. 

Duch.  Love’s  powre  be  with  you,  Sir. 

Gov.  How  fh’as  betrayd  her ! may  I breathe 
no  longer 

Then  to  doe  vertue  fervice,  and  bring  forth 
The  fruites  of  noble  thoughtes,  honeft  and  loyall : 
This  wilbe  worth  th’ obferving ; and  I’ll  do’t. 

[Exit, 

Duch.  What  a fure  happines  confirmes  joy  to 
me, 

Now  in  the  times  of  my  mofl:  imminent  dangers  ? 

I lookd  for  ruyne  ; and  encreafe  of  honour 
Meetes  me  aufpitioufiy.  But  my  hopes  are 
clogd  now 

With  an  unworthie  weight : ther’s  the  misfortune. 
What  courfe  fliall  I take  now  with  this  yong 
man  ? 

For  he  mull  be  no  hindraunce.  I have  thouG:ht 
on’t. 


I’ll 
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ril  take  feme  witches  councell  for  his  end, 

That  will  be  fur’ft.  (Mifcheif  is  InifcheifTes 
frend.)  [Exit. 

S C E-  2^ 

Enter  Sebaftian  ^ Fernando. 

Seb,  Yf  ever  you  knew  force  of  love  in  life^ 
Sir, 

Give  to  mine  pitty. 

Fer,  You  doe  ill  to  doubt  me. 

Seb,  I could  make  bold  with  no  frend  feeme-» 
lier 

Then  with  yourfelf,  becaufe  you  were  in  prefence 

At  our  vow- making. 

Fer»  I am  a witnes  to’t. 

Seb.  Then  you  bed  underdand  of  all  men  liv- 
ing 

This  is  no  wrong  I offer,  no  abufe 

Either  to  faith,  or  frendfhip ; for  we  are  regiderd 

Flufband  and  wife  in  heaven,  though  there  wants 
that 

Which  often  keepes  licentious  man  in  awe 

From  darting  from  their  wedlocks,  the  knot  pub- 
lique. 

’Tis  in  our  foulcs  knit  fad,  and  how  more  pi*e- 
tious 

The 
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The  foule  is  then  the  body,  fo  much  judge 
The  facred  and  celeftlall  tye  within  us, 

More  then  the  outward  forme,  .which  calls  but 
witnes 

Here  upon  earth,  to  what  is  don  in  heaven : 
Though  1 mud  needes  confes  the  lead  is  honora- 
ble 

(As  an  ernbadador  fent  from  a kii;ig 

Has  honor  by  the  employment,  yet  ther’s  greater 

Dwells  in  the  king  that  lent  him  : fo  in  this). 

Enter  Florida, 

Fer*  I approve  all  you  fpeake;  and  will  ap- 
peere  to  you 

A faithfull  pittying  frend. 

Seb,  Looke,  there  is  flie,  Sir, 

One  good  for  nothing  but  to  make  ufe  of. 

And  i’m  condrain’d  to  employ  her  to  make  all 
things 

Plaine,  ealie,  and  probable  : for  when  fhe  comes 
And  hndes  one  here  that  claimes  him,  as  I have 
taught 

Both  this  to  dod,  and  he  to  compound  with  her, 
’Twill  dirr  beleif  the  more  of  fuch  a bufynes. 

Fer.  I praife  the  carriage, well. 

Seb,  Hark  you,  fweet  midris, 

I fhall  doe  you  a fimple  turne  in  this ; 


Foi 
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For  fhe  difgrac’d  thus,  you  are  up  in  favor 
For  ever,  with  her  hufband. 

Flo,  That’s  my  hope  Sir, 

I would  not  take  the  paines  els.  Have  you  the 
keys 

OF  the  garden-fide,  that  I may  get  betimes 
Clofely,  and  take  her  lodging  ? 

Seb,  Yes,  1 have  thought  upon  you  : 

Here  be  the  keyes. 

Flo,  Marry,  and  thancks  (fweet  Sir) 

Sett  me  to  w^ork  fo  fiill. 

Seb.  Yourjoyes  are  falce  ones. 

You  ar  like  to  lye  alone  : you’ll  be  deceiv’d 
Of  the  bed-fellow  you  lock  for;  els  my  purpofe 
W ere  in  an  ill  cafe : he’s  on  his  forthnightes 
jorncy 

You’ll  find  cold  comfort  there  : a dreame  wilbe 
Even  the  beft  market  you  can  make  to  night. 
She’ll  not  be  long  now  : you  may  loofe  no  time 
neither, 

Yf  fhe  but  take  you  at  the  dore,  ’tis  enough. 
When  a fufpeft  doth  catch  once,  it  burnes 
maynely. 

There  may  you  end  your  bufynes,  and  as 
cunningly 

As  if  you  were  i’th’chamber,  if  you  pleafe 
To  ufe  but  the  fame  art. 
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Flo»  What  need  you  urge  that 
Which  comes  fo  naturally  I cannot  mllTe  on’t  ? 
What  makes  the  devill  fo  greedy  of  a foule 
But  ’caufe he  has  loft  his  owne,  to  all  joyes  loft? 
So  ’tis  out  trade  to  fett  fnares  for  other  women 
’Caufe  we  were  once  caught  ourfelves. 

Seb.  A fweet  allufton  : 

Hell  and  a whore  it  feemes  are  partners  then 
In  one  ambition  : yet  thou’rt  here  deceiv’d  now^ 
Thou  canft  fett  none  to  hurt,  or  wrong  her 
honor ; 

It  rather  makes  it  perfe£f.  Beft  of  frends 
That  ever  loves  extremities  were  blefs’d  with, 

I feele  mine  armes  with  thee  ; and  call  my  peace 
The  ofspring  of  thy  frendfhip.  I will  thinck 
This  night  my  wedding  night ; and  with  a joy 
As  reverend  as  religion  can  make  man’s 
I will  embrace  this  blefting.  Honeft  a£lions 
Are  lawes  unto  themfelves,  and  that  good  feare 
Which  is  on  others  forc’d,  growes  kindly  there, 
Fer.  Hark,  hark  ! one  knocks : away  Sir,  tis 
fhe  certenly  : 

It  founds  much  like  a woman’s  jealious  larum, 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifa,  By  your  leave  Sir. 

Fer*  You’ar  wellcom  gentlewoman, 

G lja\ 
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, Ifa,  Our  ladiflup  then  Hands  us  in  no  Head 
now. 

One  word  in  privat  Sir. 

Fer,  Noe  furely  for-footli, 

There  is  no  fuch  here,  y’have  mlHooke  the  heufeo 
Ifa,  Oh  Sir,  that  have  I not : excule  me  there, 
I come  not  with  iuch  ignoraunce  : thinck  not  fo 
Sir. 

’Twas  told  me  at  the  entring  of  your  honfe  here 
By  one  that  knovres  him  too  well, 

Fer,  Who  flaould  that  be  ? 

Ifa,  Nay  Sir,  betraying  is  not  my  profellion  5 
But  here  I know  he  is ; and  I prelume 
He  would  give  me  admittance,  if  he  knev/  on’f. 
As  one  on’s  neareH.  frends.^ 

Fer,  Y’ar  not  his  wife  for-footh? 

Ifa,  Ves,  by  my  faith  am  I. 

Fer,  Cry  you  mercy  then  lady, 

Ifa,  She  goes  here  by  the  name  on’s  wife  t 
good  fluff! 

But  the  bold  ftrunrpet  never  told  me  that. 

Fer,  Vv^e  are  .fo  oft  deceiv’d  that  let  our  lodg- 
ings 

We  know  not  whom  to  trull : ’tis  fuch  a world,- 
Th  ere  are  fo  many  odd  trickes  now  a dales 
Put  upon  houfe-keeters, 

Ifa,- 
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Ifa.  Why  ? doe  you  thinck  I’ll’d  wrong 
You,  or  the  reputation  of  your  houfe  t 
’Pray  fliow  me  the  way  to  him. 

Fei\  Hee’s  aileepe  (Lady) 

The  curtaines  drawne  about  him. 

Ifa,  Vv^ell,  well  Sir, 

ni  have  that  care.  I’ll  not  difeafe  him  much. 
Tread  you  but  lightly;  ohj  of  what  groffe  falce- 
hood 

Is  man’s  hart  made  of?  had  my  fini:  love  liv’d 
And  return’d  fafe,  he  would  have  byn  a light 
To  all  mens  a6lions,  his  faith  fliinde  fo  bright. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Sebaflian. 

Seh,  I cannot  fo  deceive  her,  ’twer  too  finfull, 
Theres  more  religion  in  my  love,  then  foe. 

It  is  not  treacherous  lull  that  gives  content 
’T’an  honefl  mind : and  this  could  prove  no 
better. 

Were  it  in  me  a part  of  manly  juflice. 

That  have  fought  llrange  hard  meanes  to  keep  her 
chaft 

To  her  firft  vow  ? and  I t’abufe  her  flrfl ! 

Better  I never  knew  what  comfort  were 
In  woman’s  love,  then  wickedly  to  know  it. 

What  could  the  falfeliood  of  one  night  availe 

him 
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Tliat  muft  enjoy  for  ever,  or  he’s  lofl  ? 

’Tis  the  way  rather  to  draw  hate  upon  me, 

For  (knowne)  ’tis  as  impoffible  Ihe  fhould  love  me 
As  youth,  in  health,  to  doat  upon  a greif. 

Or  one  that’s  robd  and  bound,  t’affedl  a theif. 

No,  he  that  would  foules  facred  comfort  wyn, 
Miift  burne  in  pure  love,  like  a feraphin. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifa,  Caelio  ? 

Seb.  Sweet  Madam. 

Jfa,  Thou  hall:  deluded  me 
There’s  no  body. 

Seb.  How  ? I wonder  he  would  milTe  (Madam) 
Having  appointed  too  : ’twer  a ftrange  goodnes 
If  heaven  ftiould  turne  his  hart  now  by  the  way. 
Jfa,  Ohj  never  Cailio. 

Seb,  Yes,  I ha’  knowne  the  like  : 

Man  is  not  at  his  owne  difpoling  (Madam) 

The  blefsd  powres  have  provided  better  for  him. 
Or  he  were  miferable.  He  may  come  yet; 

^Tis  earely  (Madam)  if  you  would  be  plcasd 
To  embrace  my  councell,  you  ihould  fee  this 
night  over, 

Since  y’have  beftowd  thispaines. 

Jfa.  I intend  foe. 

Seb,  That  llrumpet  would  be  found,  els  Ihe 
• fliould  goe. 


I curfe 


8s 


A TRAGI-COOMODIE. 

I curfe  the  time  now  I did  ev’r  make  ufe 
Of  fuch  a plague  : Sin  knowes  not  what  it  do’s. 

Ex\ 

S C 3^ 

Enter  Francifca,  in  her  Cha?nher» 

Fra,  ’Tis  now  my  brother’s  time;  even  much 
about  it : 

For  though  he  diffembled  a whole  forthnights 
abfence 

He  comes  againe  to  night : ’twas  fo  agreed 
Before  he  went.  I muft  be-ftir  my  wits  now, 
To  catch  this  fifter  of  mine,  and  bring  her  name 
To  fome  difgrace  firft,  to  preferve  mine  owne, 
Ther’s  proffit  in  that  cunning.  She  call  off 
My  company  betimes  to  night,  by  tricks  and 
lleightes, 

And  I was  well  contented.  I am  refolv’d 
There’s  no  hate  loll  betweene  us : for  I know 
She  do’s  not  love  me  now,  but  painefully 
Like  one  that’s  forc’d  to  fmile  upon  a greif. 

To  bring  fome  purpofe  forward:  and  Fll  pay 
her 

In  her  owne  mettle.  They’re  now  all  at  reft. 
And  Gafper  there,  and  all : lift  ! fall  a-fleepe  : 

G 3 He 
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He  cryes  it  hether.  I muft  difeafe  you  ftraight 
Sir. 

For  the  maides-fervants,  and  the  glrles  o’th’houfe, 

I fpic’d  them  lately  with  a drowzie  poffet, 

They  will  not  heare  in  haft.  My  brother’s  come  : 
Oh,  where’s  this  key  now  for  him  ? here  ’tis 
happely  : 

But  I muft  wake  him  firft.  Why  Gafper,  Gafper. 
Enter  Gafpero. 

Gaf.  What  a pox  gafpe  you  for  ? 

Fra,  Now  ni  throw ’t  downe. 

Gaf^  Who’s  that  call’d  me  now?  fomebody 
' call’d  Gafper  ? 

Fra,  Oh,  up,  as  thou’rt  an  honeft  fellow 
Gafper. 

Gaf,  I fhall  not  rife  to  night  then.  What’s 
the  matter  ? 

Who’s  that?  yongmiftrls? 

Fra*  I : up,  up,  fweet  Gafper; 

My  lifter  hath  both  knock’d  and  call’d  this 
howre, 

,And  not  a maid  will  ftirr. 

Gaf,  Alley’ll  ftirr  enough  fometimes. 

Fra,  Hark;  hark  agen  ! Gafper,  oh  run,  run, 
pre-thee. 

Gaf,  Give  me  leave  to  cloath  myfelf. 

Fra, 
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Fra,  Stand’fl  upon  cloathing 
In  an  extremitie?  Hark,  hark  agen  ! 

She  may  be  dead  ere  thou  corn’ll : oh,  in 
quickly. 

He’s  gon  : he  cannot  choofe  but  be  tooke  now 
Enter  Antonio, 

Or  met  in  his  returne  ; that  wilbe  enough. 
Brother  ! here  take  this  light.  , 

Jn,  My  carefull  lifter. 

Fra,  Looke  lirll  in  his  owne  lodging  ere  you 
enter. 

An,  Oh  abusd  confidence  ! there’s  nothing  of 
him, 

But  what  betrayes  him  more. 

Fra.  Then  ’tis  too  true,  Brother, 

An,  I’ll  make  bafe  lull  a terrible  example, 

No  villany  ere  paied  deerer. 

Fra.  Help ! hold  Sir. 

An.  I am  dealT  to  all  humanitie. 

Fra,  Lift,  lift  ! 

A llrange  and  fodaine  lilence  after  all  : 

I trull  h’as  fpoil’d  em  both  : too  deere  a happines. 
Oh  how  I tremble  betweene  doubts  and  joies  ! 
An,  There  perifli  both;  dovvne  to  thehoufe  of 
falcehcod 

Where  perjurous  wedlock  weepes.  Oh  perjurous 
woman 

G4 
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Sh’acl  tooke  the  innocence  of  fleepe  upon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  fee  me  come, 

As  if  Ih’ad  layne  there  like  a harmeles  foule 
And  never  dream’d  of  mifchief.  What’s  all  this 
now  ? 

I feele  no  eafe  ; the  burthen’s  not  yet  off 
So  Ions;  as  th’abufe  flicks  in  mv  knowledo^e. 

Oh,  ’tis  a paine  of  hell,  to  know  one’s  fhame  ! 
Had  it  byn  hid  and  don,  it  had  ben  don  happy. 
For  he  that’s  ignorant  lives  long  and  merry. 

Fra.  1 fhall  know  all  now  : Brother  ! 

Jn.  Come  downe  quickly  ; for  I mufl  kill 
thee  too.. 

Fra.  Me  ? 

An.  Stay  not  long  : 

Yf  thou  defir’fl  to  dye  with  litle  paine. 

Make  hafle  Til’d  wifh  thee,  and  come  willingly, 
Yf  1 be  forc’d  to  come,  I flialbe  cruell 
Above  a man  to  thee. 

Fra.  Why  Sir  ! why  Brotheii! 

An.  Talk  to  thy  foule,  yf  thou  wilt  talk  at  all : 
To  me  thou’rt  loft  for  ever. 

Fra.  'This  is  fearefull  in  you : 

Beyond  all  reafon  (Brother)  would  you  thus 
Reward  me  for  my  care  and  truth  fiiowne  to  you  ? 
An,  A ciirffe  upon  ’em  both  ; and  thee  for 
companie  ; 


Tis 
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’Tls  that  too  dilligent  thanckles  care  of  thine 
Makes  me  a murderer,  and  that  ruines  truth 
That  lightes  lue  to  the  knowledge  of  my  fliame. 
Hadft  thou  byn  fecreat,  then  had  I byn  happy, 
And  had  a hope  (like  man)  of  joies  to  come. 
Now  here  I ftand,  a fhame  to  my  creation  ; 

And,  which  is  heavier  then  all  torments  to  me 
The  underftanding  of  this  bafe  adultery, 

And  that  thou  told  ft  me  hrfl,  which  thou  deferv’ft 
Death  worthely  for. 

Fra,  If  that  be  the  worft,  hold  Sir, 

Hold  brother  : I can  eafe  your  confciencc 
ftraight ; 

By  my  foules  hopes  I can  : ther’s  no  fuch  thing. 
An,  How  ? 

Fra,  Blefle  me  but  with  life,  I’ll  tell  you  all. 
Your  bed  was  never  wrong’d. 

An,  What  ? never  wrong’d  ? 

Fra,  I alk  but  mercy,  as  I deale  with  truth 
now. 

’Tw^as  only  my  deceipt,  my  plot  and  cun~ing, 

T o bring  difgrace  upon  her,  by  that  meanes, 

To  keepe  mine  owne  hid,  which  none  knew  but 
fhe  : 

To  fpeake  troth,  I had  a child  by  Aberzanes, 
Sir. 

An,  How  ? Aberzanes  ? 

Fra, 
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Fra,  And  my  mother’s  letter 
Was  counterfeyted,  to  get  time  and  place 
For  my  delivery. 

An,  Oh,  my  wrath’s  redoubled. 

Fra,  At  my  returne,  fhe  could  fpeake  all  my 
folly, 

And  blam’d  me,  with  good  councell.  I,  for  feare 
It  fliould  be  made  knowne,  thus  rewarded  her, 
Wrought  you  into  fufpition  without  caufe  ; 

And  at  yourcom~ing  raisd  up  Gafper  fodainely. 
Sent  him  but  in  before  you,  by  a falfehood. 
Which  (to  your  kindled  jelouzie)  I knew 
Would  add  enough : what’s  now  confefs’d,  is 
true. 

An,  The  more  I heare,  the  worfe  it  fares  with 
me. 

1 ha’  kill’d  ’em  now  for  nothing  : yet  the  fl^ame 
Followes  my  blood  ftill.  Once  more,  come 
downe : 

Looke  you,  my  fword  goes  up.  Call  Hermio  to 
me : 

Let  the  new  man  alone  : hee’ll  wake  too  foone 
To  find  his  miftris  dead,  and  loofe  a fervice. 
Allready  the  day  breakes  upon  my  guilt. 

Enter  Hermio. 

I mull  be  breif,  and  fodaine,  Hermio  ! 


Her. 
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Her.  Sir. 

An.  Run  ; knock  up  Aberzanes  fpeedely : 

Say  I defire  his  company  this  morning, 

To  yonder  horfe-race,  tell  him.  That  will  fetch 
him  : — 

Oh,  heark  you,  by  the  way 

Her.  Yes  Sir. 

An,  Ufe  Ipeed  now. 

Or  I will  nere  ufe  thee  more ; and  perhaps 
I fpeake  in  a right  howre  : My  greif  ore-flowes> 
I muft  in  privat  goe,  and  vent  my  woes. 


Finis  ASlus  ^artu 
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ACTUS  QUINTUS. 

S C E«  V Rl\ 


Enter  Sebaftian  ^ ^ Aberzanes. 

Seh.'XT  O U are  wellcom  Sir. 

X Jh.  I thinck  I am  worthie  on’t. 

For  looke  you  (Sir)  I come  un-truft  (in  troth). 

Seb.  The  more’s  the  pitty  : (honefter  men  goe 
to’t) 

That  flaves  fhould  fcape  it.  What  blade  have 
you  got  there  ? 

Jb.  Nay,  I know  not  that  (Sir)  I am  not  ac- 
quainted 

Greatly  with  the  blade  i I am  fure  ’tis  a good 

Scabbard,  and  that  fatisfies  me. 

An.  ’Tis  long  enough  indeed,  yf  that  be  good. 

Ah*  I love  to  weare  a long  weapon ; ’tis  a 
thing  com~endable. 

An*  I pray,  draw  it.  Sir. 

Ah.  It  is  not  to  be  drawne, 

^ Inflead  of  SehaJUany  we  fiiould  read  Antonio* 

An, 
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An.  Not  to  be  drawne  ? 

Ab.  I doe  not  care  to  fee’t : to  tell  you  troth 
Sir, 

’Tis  only  a hollyday  thing,  to  weare  by  a man’s 
fide. 

An.  Draw  it,  or  I’ll  rip  thee  downe  from  neck 
to  navill. 

Though  there’s  fmall  glory  in’t, 

Ab.  Are  you  in  carneft.  Sir  ? 

An.  ril  tell  thee  that  anon. 

Ah.  Why  what’s  the  matter  Sir? 

An.  What  a bafe  mifery  is  this  in  life  now  ? 

This  Have  had  fo  much  daring  courage  in  him. 

To  a6I  a fyn  would  fhame  whole  generations, 

But  hath  not  fo  much  honefi:  ftrength  about  him 

To  draw  a fword  in  way  of  fatisfadlion  : 

This  fhowes  thy  great  guilt,  that  thou  dar’ft  not 
fight. 

Ab.  Yes,  I dare  fight  (Sir)  in  an  honefi;  caufe. 

An.  Why  come  then  (Slave)  thou’ft  made  my 
filler  a whore. 

Ah.  Prove  that  an  honefi  caufe,  and  I’ll  be 
hang’d. 

An.  So  many  flarting  holes  ? Can  I light  no 
way  ? 

Goe  too,  you  (hall  have  your  wifh,  all  honefi 
play. 

Come  forth  thou  fruitfull  wickednes ; thou  feed 

Of 
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Of  fhame  and  murder  : take  to  thee  in  wedlock 

Bafenes  and  cowardize  ; a fit  match  for  thee. 

Come  Sir,  along  with  me. 

’Las,  what  to  doe  ? 

I am  tooyong  to  take  a wife,  in  troth. 

An.  But  old  enough  to  make  a flrumpet  though : 

You’U’d  fayne  get  all  your  children  beforehand, 

And  marry,  when  y’have  don : that’s  a flrange 
courie  Sir?  ’ 

This  woman  1 bellow  on  thee  : What  doft  thou 
fay  ? 

Ab.  I would  I had  fuch  another  to  bellow  on 
you,  Sir. 

An.  Uncharitable  flave;  dog,  coward  as  thou 
' art 

To  wifli  a plague  fo  great  as  thine,  to  any  ! 

Ah.  To  my  frend  Sir,  where  I thinck  1 may- 
be bold. 

An.  Downe ; and  do’t  follempnely : contrad 
yourfelves 

With  truth  and  zeale,  or  nere  rife  up  agen. 

I will  not  have  her  die  i’  th’Hate  of  flrumpet,  , 

Though  fhe  tooke  pride  to  live  one.  HermiOp 
the  wine. 

Her.  ’Tis  here  Sir:  ’troth  I wonder  at  fome 
things, ' 

But  rii  keepe  honeft^  . 
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An,  Soe  : heer’s  to  you  both  now, 

And  to  your  joies,  if’t  be  your  luck  to  find ’em: 
I tell  you,  you  mull  weepe  hard,  if  you  doe, 
Devide  it  ’twlxt  you  both  : you  Ihall  not  need 
A flrono-  bill  of  divorcement  after  that 
Yf  you  millike  your  bargaine.  Goe,  get  in  now; 
Kneele  and  pray  hartely  to  get  forgivenes 
Of  thofe  two  foules  whofe  bodies  thou  hall  mur- 
der’d. 

Spread  fubtle  poyfon  ! Now  my  Ihamelnher 
Vv^ill  dye  when  I dye  : ther’s  fome  comfort  yet. 

I doe  but  thinck  how  each  man’s  punilhment 
Proves  Hill  a kind  of  judice  to  himfelf. 

I was  the  man  that  told  this  iifocent  gentlewoman 
(Whom  I did  falcely  wed  and  falcely  kill) 

That  he  that  was  her  hufband  lirll  by  contrail. 
Was  llayne  i’th’feild  : and  he’s  knowne  yet  to 
live. 

So  did  cruelly  beguile  his  hart, 

For  which  I am  well  rewarded  : fo  is  Gafper 
V/ho,  to  befrend  my  love,  fwore  fearefull  othes 
He  faw  the  lall  breath  fly  from' him.  I fee  now 
’Tis  a thing  dreadful!  t’  abufe  holy  vowes 
And  falls  moll  weightie. 

Her,  T ake  comfort  Sir  : 

You’r  guilty  of  no  death  : they’re  only  hurt, 
And  that  not  mortally. 


Enter 
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Enter  Gafpero, 

An,  Thou  breath’ft  nntruthes. 

Her,  Speake  Gafper,  for  me  theri, 

Gaf.  Your  unjuft  rage,  Sir, 

Has  hurt  me  without  caufe. 

An,  ’Tis  chang’d  to  greif  for’t; 

How  fares  my  wife  ? 

Gaf,  No  doubt  Sir,  fhe  fares  well. 

For  flie  nev’r  felt  your  fury.  The  poore  iinnei 
That  hath  this  feaven  yeere  kept  herfelf  found  for 
you, 

^Tis  your  luck  to  bring  her  into  th’furgeons  hands 
now. 

An,  Florida. 

Gaf,  She : I know’  no  other.  Sir, 

You  were  nev’r  at  charge  yet  but  with  one  light- 
horfe. 

An,  Why  w^her’s  your  lady  ? wher’s  my  wife 
to-night  then  ? 

Gaf  Nay  afk  not  me.  Sir;  your  flruck  doa 
within 

Tells  a ftrange  tale  of  her. 

An.  This  is  unfufferable  : 

Never  had  man  fuch  meanes  to  make  him  mad. 
Oh,  that  the  poyfon  vvould  but  Ipare  my  life 
’Till  I had  found  her  outt 

Her. 


A TR  AGI-COOMODIE.  97 

Her.  Your  wifh  is  graunted  Sir; 

Upon  the  faithfullnes  of  a pittying  fervant, 

I gave  you  none  at  all ; my  hart  was  kinder. 

Let  not  conceyt  abufe  you,  you’r  as  healthfull 
(For  any  drug)  as  life  yet  ever  found  you. 

An,  Why  heer’s  a happines  wipes  of  mightie 
forrowes : 

Enter  L.'  Governour. 

The  benefit  of  ever-pleafing  fervice 
Bleffe  thy  profeflion ! — Oh  my  worthie  lord, 

I have  an  ill  bargaine  : never  man  had  worfe. 
The  woman  that  (up worthie)  weares  your  blood 
To  countenance  fyn  in  her;  your  neice,  fhe’s 
falce. 

Gov.  Falce  ! 

An,  Impudent,  adulterous. 

Gov.  You’r  too  lowd. 

And  grow  too  bold  too  with  her  vertuous  meeke- 
nes  ; 

•Enter  Florida, 

Who  dare  accufe  her  ? 

Flo.  Heer’s  one  dare  and  can. 

She  lyes  this  night  with  Celio  her  owne  fervant : 
The  place,  Fernando’s  houfe. 

Gov,  Thou  doft  amaze  us. 


H 
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An»  Why  heer’s  but  lull  tranllated  from  one 
bafenes 

Into  another : heere  I thought  to  have  caught ’em. 
But  lighted  wrong,  by  falce  intelligence, 

'And  made  me  hurt  the  inocent.  But  now 
111  make  my  revenge  dreadfuller  then  a tempeft ; 
An  army  Hiould  not  Hop  me,  or  a Tea 
Devide  ’em  from  my  revenge.  [Exit, 

Gov.  Ill  not  fpeake 

To  have  her  fparde,  if  flic  be  bafe  and  guilty. 

Yf  otherwies,  heaven  will  not  fee  her  wrong’d, 

I need  not  take  care  for  her.  Let  that  woman 
Be  carefully  lookd  to, (both  for  health  and  furenes) 
It  is  not  that  miflaken  wound  thou  wearlf, 

Shalbe  thy  priviledge. 

Flo,  You  cannot  torture  me 
Worfe  than  the  furgeon  do’s : fo  long  I care  not. 

Gov’^,  Yf  fhe  be  adulterous  I will  never  trull 
Vertues  in  women ; they’r  but  vcyles  for  lull. 

[Exit, 

Hir,  To  what  a lading  mine  mifeheife  runs. 

I had  thought  I had  well  and  happely  ended  all, 
In  keeping  back  the  poyfon  ; and  new  rage  now  . 
Spreads  a worfe  venom.  My  poore  lady  greives 
me  : 

’ Lis  drange  to  me  that  her  fweet  Teeming  vertues 

^ In  the  MS.  thefe  two  lines  are  part  of  Florida  s 
Speech  \ they  however  cenainly  belong  to  the  Gorjcrnor, 
z Should 
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Should  be  fo  meanely  over-tooke  with  Celio, 

A fervant : ’tis  not  poffible. 

Enter  Ifabella  (ff  Sebaftian. 

Ifa.  Good  morrow,  Hermio : 

My  lifter  ftirring  yet  ? 

Her.  How  ? ftirring  forfooth  ! 

Here  has  byn  ftinple  ftirring.  Are  you  not  hurt 
Madam  ? 

Pray  fpeake ; we  have  a furgeori  ready. 

Ifa.  How  } a furgeon  ! 

Her.  'Hath  byn  at  work  theis  five  howres. 

Ifa.  How  he  talkes  ! 

Her.  Did  you  not  meete  my  m after  ? 

Jfa.  How,  your  mafter  ? why  came  he  home 
to  night } 

Her.  Then  know  you  nothing,  Madam? 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  in,  you  lhall  he.are  ftrange 
bufines., 

Jfa.  I am  much  beholding  to  your  truth  now, 
am  I not  ? 

Y’have  ferv’d  me  fairs : my  creadit’s  ftaind  for 
ever.  \_ExK 

Seb.  This  is  the  wicked’ft  fortune  that  ere 
blew  : 

Wee’r  both  undon,  for  nothing:  ther’s  no  way 
Flatters  recovery  now  : the  thing’s  fo  grofte 
Her  difgrace  greives  me  more  then  a life’s  lofle. 

f Exit. 

Ha  SCE- 
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Enter  Ducheffe,  Heccat,  Fireftonc. 

Hec.  What  death  is’t  you  dehre  for  Alma- 
chi  Ides  ? 

Duch,  A fodaine  and  a fubtle. 

Hec,  Then  I liave  fitted  voii. 

Here  lye  the  gulfts  of  both  j fodaine  and  fnbtle  i 
His  pifture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  molten 
By  a blew  fire,  kindled  with  dead  mens’  eyes, 
Will  wafie  him  by  degrees. 

Duch,  In  what  time,  pree-tliee  ? 

Elec.  Perhaps  in  a moone’s  progrcll'e. 

Duch.  What  ? a moneth  ? 

Out  upon  pidlures  ! if  they  be  fo  tedious, 

Give  me  things  with  fome  life. 

Hec.  Then  feeke  no  farther. 

Duck.  This  muft  be  don  with  fpced,  difpatch’t? 
this  night. 

If  it  may  polfible. 

Hec.  I have  it  for  you  : 

Her’s  that  will  do’t : flay  but  perfe£lion’s  time 
And  that’s  not  five  howres  hence. 

Duch.  Canfl  thou  do  this  ? 

Hec.  Can  I ? 

Duch.  1 meane,  fo  clofely. 
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Hec.  So  clofely  doe  you  meane  too  ? 

Duch,  So  artfully,  fo  cunlngly. 

Hec,  Worfe  & worfe  ; doulits  and  incredulities, 
They  make  me  mad.  Let  fcrupulous  creatures 
know 

Cum  volui,  ripis  ipfis  mirantlbus,  amnes 
In  fontes  rediere  fuos ; concuflaq.  fifto, 

Stantia  concutlo  cantu  freta;  nubiJa  pello, 
Nubilaq.  induco  : ventos  abigoq.  vocoq. 
Vipereas  rumpo  verbis  et  carmine  fauces; 

Et  lilvas  moveo,  jubeoq.  tremifcere  montes, 
Et  mugire  folum,  mandq.  exire  fepulchres. 
Te  quoque  Luna  traho. 

Can  you  doubt  me  then,  daughter? 

7'hat  can  make  mountaines  tremble,  miles  of 
woods  walk ; 

Whole  earth’s  foundation  bellow,  and  the  fpiritts 
Of  the  entomb’d  to  burft  out  from  their  marbles  ; 
Nay  draw  yond  moone  to  my  envolv’d  delignes  ? 
Fire.  1 know  as  well  as  can  he  when  my  mo-, 
ther’s  mad 

And  our  great  catt  angrle;  for  one  fpltts  French 
then, 

And  thother  fpitts  Latten. 

Duch.  I did  not  doubt  you,  Mother, 

Hec.  No  ? what  did  you, 

My  powre’s  fo  fume,  it  is  not  to  be  quef  ion’d. 

H 3 Duch, 
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Duch,  Forgive  what’s  paft and  now  I know 
th’ofFenfivenes 

That  vexes  art.  I’ll  fhun  th’  occafion  ever. 

Hec,  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  fillers, 
daughter. 

It  fhall  be  convaid  in  at  howlett-tlme. 

Take  you  no  care.  My  fpiritts  know  their  mo- 
ments : 

Raven,  or  fcreitch-owle  never  fly  by  th’  dore 

But  they  call  in  (I  thanck ’emj  and  they  loofe 
not  by’r. 

I give  ’em  barley  foakd  in  infants’  blood  ; 

They  fhall  have  femina  cum  fanguine, 

Their  gorge  crambd  full  if  they  come  once  to  out 
houfe  : 

We  are  no  niggard. 

' Fire,  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come 
heather  : they  eate 

Up  as  much  tother  night  as  would  have  made  me 
a good 

Confcionable  pudding. 

Hec,  Give  me  fome  llzards-braine : quickly 
Fireflone. 

Wher’s  grannam  Stadiin,  and  all  the  reft 
o’  th’  fifters  ? 

Fire,  All  at  hand  forfooth. 

Heu 
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Hec,  Give  me  Marmaritin ; fome  Bear* breech : 
when  ? 

Fir£.  Heer’s  Beare-breech,  and  lizards  braine 
forfooth. 

Hec.  Into  the  vefiTell ; 

And  fetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair’d  girle 
I kiird  laft  midnight. 

Fire.  Whereabouts,  fweet  Mother  ? 

He^:.  Hip;  hip  or  flaiick.  Where  is  the 
Acopus  ? 

Fire.  You  fball  have  Acopus,  forfooth. 

Hec.  Stir,  ftir  about;  whilll  I begin  the 
charme. 

■“  / 

A .charme  Song,  about  a VelTell. 

Black  fpiritts,  and  white ; Red  fpiritts,  and 
gray; 

Mingle,  mingle, mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 
Titty,  Tiffin,  keepe  it  llifF  in  ; 
Fire-drake,  Pucke)rj  make  it  luckey; 
Liard,  Robin,  you  muft  bob  in. 

Round,  around,  around,  about,  about; 

All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keepe  out ! 

1.  Witch.  Heer’s  the  blood  of  a bat. 

Hec,  Put  in  that ; oh  put  in  that. 

2.  Heer’s  libbard’s-banc. 

' H 4.  Hec, 
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Hec. 

Put  in  againe. 

u 

The  juice  of  toad ; the  oile  of  adder. 

2. 

Thofe  will  make  the  yonker  madder. 

Hec. 

Put  in;  ther’s  all,  and  rid  the 

ftench. 

Eire. 

Nay  heer’s  three  ounces  of  the  red- 

hair’d  wench. 

All 

Round,  around,  around,  &c. 

Hec,  So,  foe,  enough : Into  the  veflell  with  it. 
There,  ’t  hath  the  true  perfection  ; I am  fo  light 
At  any  niifcheif : ther’s  no  villany 
Eut  is  a tune  methinkes. 

Fire.  A Tune  I ’tis  to  the  tune  of  dampnation 
, then.  I warrant 

You  that  fong  hath  a villanous  burthen. 

Hec.  Come  my  fweet  fitters ; let  the  aire  ftrike 
our  tune, 

Whilftwefltow  reverence  to  yond  peeping  moone. 

\_Here  they  daunce,  The 
Witches  dance  & Ex'. 


S C 3"*. 

Enter  L.  Governor,  Ifabella,  Florida,  Francifca, 
Abberzanes,  Gafpero,  Hermio. 


Jfa.  My  lord,  I have  given  you  nothing  but 
the  truth 


Of 
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Of  a moft  plaine  and  inocent  intent. 

My  wrongs  being  foapparant  in  this  woman 
(A  creature  that  robbs  wedlock  of  all  comfort, 
Where  ere  fhe  fallens)  I could  doe  no  lelTe 
But  feeke  meanes  privatly  to  fhame  his  folly. 

No  farther  reachd  my  mallke  ; and  it  glads  me 
That  none  but  my  bafe  injurer  is  found 
To  be  my  falce  accufor. 

Gov.  This  is  llrange 

That  he  Ihould  give  the  wrongs,  yet  feeke  re- 
venge. 

But  lirha  you ; you  are  accusd  here  doubly  : 

Firft  by  your  lady,  for  a falce  intelligence 
That  causd  her  abfence,  which  much  hurts  he& 
name. 

Though  her  intents  were  blameles : next  by  this 
woman, 

For  an  adulterous  deligne  and  plott 
Praftisd  betweene  you  to  entrap  her  honour, 
Whilll  Ihe,  for  her  hire,  Ihould  enjoy  her  huf- 
band. 

Your  anfweare. 

Seb.  Part  of  this  is  truth  (my  Lord) 

To  which  I am  guilty  in  a ralh  intent. 

But  cleere  in  a£l ; and  fhe  piofl  cleete  in  both^ 
Not  fan£litie  more  fpotles. 

Her.  Oh  my  lord. 

Gov. 
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Gov,  What  newes  breakes  there  ? 

Her,  Of  ftrange  diftruclion  : 

Here  {lands  the  lady,  that  within  this  howre 
Was  made  a widow. 

Gov,  How  ? 

Her,  Yourneice  (my  Lord). 

A fearefull  uncxpe£led  accident 
Brought  death  to  meet  his  fury  : for,  my  lord, 
Entring  Fernando’s  houfe,  like  a raisd  terhpeft 
(Which  nothing  lieedes  but  its  owne  violent  rage) 
Blinded  with  wrath  and  jelouzie  (which  fcorne 
guides) 

From  a falce  trap-dore  fell  into  a depth 
Exceeds  a temple’s  height;  which  takes  into  it 
Part  of  the  doongeon  that  falls  threefcore  faddom 
Under  the  caflle. 

Gov.  Oh  you  feede  of  lull 
Wrongs  and  revenges  wrongfull,  with  what  ter- 
rors 

You  doe  prcfent  yourfelves  to  vvretched  man 
When  his  foule  lead  expecls  you  ! 

If  a,  1 forgive  him 

All  his  wrongs  now,  and  figne  it  with  my  pitty% 
Flo,  Oh  my  fweet  fervant ! 

Gov,  Looke  to  yond  light  mlflris. 

Gaf,  She’s  in  a fwowne,  my  lord. 

Gov,  Convey  her  hence  : 

It  is  a fight  would  greive  a modefl  cie 


To 
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To  fee  a ftrumpett’s  foule  finck  into  palBon 
For  him  that  was  the  hufband  of  another. 

Yet  all  this  cleeres  not  you. 

Seb.  Thancks  to  heaven 
That  I am  now  of  age  to  cleere  myfelf  then. 
Gov,  Sebaftian  ! 

Seb.  The  fame,  much  wrong’d,  Sir. 

Ifa.  Am  I certaine 

Of  what  mine  eie  takes  joy  to  looke  upon  ? 

Seb.  Your  fervice  cannot  alter  me  from  know- 
ledge : 

I am  your  fervant  ever. 

Gov.  Wellcom  to  life  (Sir) 

Gafper,  thou  fwor’ft  his  death. 

Gaf.  I did  indeed  (my  Lord) 

And  have  byn  fince  well  paid  for’t ; one  for- 
fworne  mouth 

Hath  gott  me  two  or  three  more  here. 

Seb.  1 was  dead  (Sir) 

Both  to  my  joies,  and  all  mens’  underftanding. 
Till  this  my  howre  of  life  ; for  ’twas  my  fortune 
To  make  the  firft  of  my  returne  to  Urbin 
A witnes  to  that  marriage : fince  which  time, 

I have  walk'd  beneath  myfelf,  and  all  my  com- 
forts 

Like  one  on  earth  whofe  joyes  are  laid  above : 
And  though  it  had  byn  offence  fmall  in  me 
'To  enjoy  mine  own,  I left  her  pure  and  free. 

Gov, 


io8 


THE  WITCH: 


Gov,  The  greater  and  more  facred  is  thy 
blefling. 

For  where  heaven’s  bountie  holly  ground-worl?; 
finds, 

’Tis  like  a fea,  encompaffing  chafl  minds, 

Enter  Duchefs, 

Her,  The  duchefs  comes,  my  lord. 

Gov.  Be  you  then  all  witnefTes 
Of  an  intent  moft  horrid. 

Duch,  One  poore  night. 

Ever  Almachildes  now.  Better  his  meaner  for- 
tunes  wept  then  ours. 

That  tookc  the  true  height  of  a princefTe  fpirit 
To  match  unto  their  greatnes.  Such  lifes  as  his 
Were  onely  made  to  breake  the  force  of  fate 
Ere  it  came  at  us,  and  receive  the  venom. 

’Tis  but  a ufuall  frendililp  for  a mifiris 
To  loofe  feme  forty  yeares  life  in  hopefull  time 
And  hazard  an  eternall  foule  for  ever  : 

As  yong  as  he  has  don,  and  more  deiertfull. 

Gov.  Madam. 

Duch.  My  Lord. 

Gov.  'Tdiis  is  the  howre  that  I have  fo  long 
dclird : 

'I'he  tumult’s  full  appeaz’d  : Now  may  we  both 
Exchange  embraces  with  a fortunate  arme. 

And  pradife  to  make  love-knotts,  thus. 

[Duke  h difeovered. 

Duds 
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Duch.  My  Lord  ! 

Gov,  Thus  luftfull  woman,  and  bold  mur- 
dreffe,  thus. 

BlelTed  powres,  to  make  my  loyaltie  & truth  fo 
happy  ! 

Looke  thee,  thou  fhame  of  greatnes,  ftayne  of 
honour, 

Behold  thy  worke,  and  weep  before  thy  death. 

If  thou  bee’ft  blefs’d  with  forrow  and  a confcience, 
Which  is  a guift  from  heaven,  and  feldom  knocks 
At  any  murderer’s  breail  with  founds  of  comfort^ 
See  this  thy  worthie  and  unequalld  peice ; 

A faire  encouragement  for  another  hufband  ! 

Duch.  Bellow  me  upon  death.  Sir,  I am  guilty^ 
And  of  a cruelty  above  my  caufe. 

His  injury  was  too  low  for  my  revenge. 

Performe  a juftice  that  may  light  all  others 
To  noble  a£lions : Life  is  hateful!  to  me. 
Beholding  my  dead  lord.  Make  us  an  one 
In  death,  whom  marriage  made  one  of  two  living. 
Till  curfed  fury  parted  us.  My  lord, 

I covet  to  be  like  him. 

Gov,  No,  my  fword 

Shall  never  Hay ne  the  virgin  brightnes  on’t 
With  blood  of  an  adultereffe. 

Duch,  There,  my  lord, 

I dare  my  accufors,  and  defy  the  world 

Death, 
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'Death,  fhame,  and  torment : Blood  I am  gdllty 
of, 

But  not  adultery,  not  the  breach  of  honour. 

Gov,  No  ! come  forth  Almachildesk 

Enter  Almachildes, 

Ducb,  Almachildes ! 

Hath  time  brought  him  about  to  fave  himfelf 
By  my  diftru£lion  ? I am  jufUy  doombd. 

Gov,  Doe  you  know  this  woman? 
ylL  I have  knowne  her  better  Sir,  then  at  this 
time. 

Gov,  But  fhe  defies  you  there. 

Jl,  That’s  the  comTon  trick  of  them  all. 

Ducb,  Nay,  fince  I am  touch’d  fo  neerc,  befo're 
my  death  then, 

In  right  of  honor’s  inocence,  I am  bold 
To  call  heaven  and  my  woman  here  to  witnes. 
My  lord,  let  her  fpeek  truth,  or  may  fhe  perifh ! 

Enter  Amoretta. 

Jm,  Then  Sir,  by  all  the  hopes  of  a maid’s 
comfort. 

Either  in  faithful  1 fervice,  or  blefs’d  marriage, 
The  woman  that  his  blinded  folly  knew 
W as  onely  a hirde  flrumpet,  a profefibr 
Of  lufi;  and  impudence,  which  here  is  ready 
To  approve  Vv^hat  1 have  fcoken. 
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AL  A comTon  ftrumpet ! 

This  comes  of  fcarffes ; i’ll  never  more  weare 
An  habbardafliers  fhop  before  mine  eies  agen. 

Gov.  My  fworcl  is  prowd  thou  art  lightend  of 
that  fyn  : 

Dye  then  a murdreffe  only  ! 

Duke.  Live  a Ducheffe, 

Better  then  ever  lov’d,  embrac’d  and  honor’d. 
Duch.  My  lord? 

Duke.  Nay,  fince  in  honor  thou  canfl:  jullly 
rife, 

Vanifh  all  wrongs,  thy  former  pradife  dies. 

I thanck  thee  Almachildes,  for  my  life, 

This  lord  for  truth,  and  heaven  for  fuch  a wife; 
Who,  though  her  intent  fyn’d,  yet  fhe  makes 
amends 

With  greif  and  honor  (vertues  nobleft  ends). 
What  greivd  you  then,  fliall  never  more  offend 
you; 

Your  father’s  fkull  with  honor  wee’ll  inter 
And  give  the  peace  due  to  the  fepulcher ; 

And  in  all  times,  may  this  daie  ever  prove 
A daie  of  triumph,  joie,  and  honed  love! 

[Exeunt. 

Finis  Ai^ius  3uinti. 
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